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Fennings'  Children's  Powders  Prevent  Convulsions, 

ARE   COOLING  AND   SOOTHING. 

FENNINGS'  CHILDREN'S  POWDERS 


Do  not  contain  Calomel,  Opium,  Morphia,  nor  anything 
injurious  to  a  tender  babe. 
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CHOLERA  cured  with  Five  Doses. 

A  Dose  taken  twice  a  week  will  prevent  a  person  catching  Scarlet  or  Typhus  Fever,  or 
any  infectious  complaint,  if  in  the  neighbourhood  or  house. 

Sold  in  Bottles,  is.  i£d.  each,  with  full  directions,  by  all  Chemists. 

Observe  the  Proprietor's  name— ALFRED  FENNINGS— printed  on  the  Government 
Stamp  round  each  Bottle,  without  which  none  are  genuine. 

Read  FENNINGS'  "  EVERYBODY'S  DOCTOR."  Sent  post-free  for  13  stamps. 
Direct  to  ALFRED  FENNINGS,  West  Cowes,  Isle  of  Wight. 

A  box  of  Jennings'  Lung  Healers  or  Fennings'  Children's  Powders  will  be  sent  post-free 
upon  receipt  of  15  stamps  directed  to 

ALFRED  FENNINGS,  West  Cowes,  Isle  of  Wight. 
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MORGAN'S 

HOREHOUND  PECTORAL 

The  unprecedented  success  of  annually  doubling  its  sale  since  the  year  1868,  without  the  aid  of  advertising", 
induces  the  Proprietor  to  make  it  more  extensively  known.  In  relieving"  and  curing  COUGH  -=,  COLDS, 
INFLUENZA,  HOARSENESS,  LOSS  OF  VOICE,  WHOOPING  COUGH,  SPITTING  OF  BLO.CD,  and  all 
Disorders  of  the  CHEST  and  LUNGS,  its  effects  are  truly  marvellous.  The  Proprietor  has  reci  tved  Testi- 
monials from  private  individuals  in  all  parts  of  the  Country.  Sold  by  all  Chemists,  in  Bottles  it  is.  i&cl., 
2S.  gd.,  and  4s.  6d. ;  or  the  is.  iid.  size  wilt  be  sent  cam  age -paid  to  any  part  of  the  Kingdom  r  receipt  of 
is.4d.  in  stamps.  Prepared  only  by  D.  MORGAN,  Pharmaceutical  Chemist,  25  BRECKNOCK.  Road, 
London,  N, 


JOHN  HEATHS  PENS 


Efetxa  Strong  Steel,"  Bronzed,  Carbonized  and  Golden  Coated 

SUIT  ALL  HANDS, 
ALL  STYLES, 

AND 

ALL  WORK. 


No,.  1874.  Oblioue  Nib,  Fine, 
Medium,  oft  BaoiD,  fob  Bac*-band 
oa  Old  Style. 


!„'  .    Of  ill  like.    Soft  and  east  action. 
The  Lady's  Pen. 


The  above  and  200  other  Patterns  sold  by  all  Stationers,  in  6d.,  15.,  and  1  Gross  Boxes. 
Assorted  Sample  Box  post-free  for  7  or  13  stamps.     Address — JOHN  HEATH,  70  George 

Street,  Birmingham. 
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Hew  Patent  Twisted  Loop  Sewing  Machines. 


Hand 
only 


30/Tre50/ 


Including  all  necessary  apparata,  viz..  Tucking  Gauge, 
Self-Sewer,  Hemmer,  Braider,  Oil  Can,  and  Needles.     It 
will  Stitch,  Hem,   Fell.   Braid.  Bind,  Quilt,   Tuck,  and 
Gather,  and  do  every  kind  of  Domestic  Work.    The  extra- 
ordinary cheapness  of  this  Machine  brings  it  within  the 
j      reach  of  all.     Wholesale  and  Retail  of  the  Manufacturers, 
!      Taylor's  Patent  Sewing  Machine  Company,  Limited, 
Driffield,  Yorkshire  ;  97  Cheapsidk,  London,  E.C.  ; 
•  and  50  High  Street,  Birmingham. 

Sent  011  reci  fit  of  P.  O.  Order.     Ifivith  Neiv  Friction  Gearing;  5s.  extra. 
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COCOA 

ESSENCE 

The  reason  why  eo  many  are  unable  to  take;  Cocoa  ia.that  the  varieties  com- 
monly sold  are  mixed  with  Starch,  un  der  the  plea  of  rendering  them  solu- 
ble; while  really  makingthem*Mcfc,Aeavy,  and  indigestible.   This  may  be 
easily  detected,/ori/  Cocoa  thickens  in  the  cup  it  proves  the  addition  of  starch. 
CadburVs  Cocoa  Essence  is  genuine,  it  is  therefore  three  times  the 
strength  of  these  Cocoas,  and  a  refreshing  Beverage  like  Tea  or  Coffee. 

PURE.  SOLUBLE.  REFRESHING. 

FURNISH   THROUGHOUT, 

OETZMANN  i  Co. 

67,  69,  71,  73,  77  &  79, 

HAMPSTEAD    ROAD, 


NEAR   TOTTENHAM  COURT  ROAD,   LONDON. 


BandBome  Oak  Sideboard,  with  best,  plate  glass  back,  with  shelves,  and  fitted 
With  sliding  trays,  drawers,  and  cellaret,  6  feet  6  in.  long  and  8  feet  high     ...  35  Guineas. 


EVERY  WEDNESDAY.    PRICE   TWOPENCE. 

JUDY. 

Forwarded  to  any  part  of  the  United  Kingdom  Post  Free. 

Twelve  Months,  \os,  lod. ;  Six  Months,  $s.  $<f. ;  Three  Months,  2s.  yl. 
Payable  in  Advance. 


Booked. 


THE  TWOPENNY  TWINS. 

A  DOMESTIC  DRAMA  FOR  HOME  READING. 

PERFORMED  13Y 

MAJOR     PENNY, 

AND    A    NUMEROUS    STAFF    OF    AUXILIARIES. 


AND   PUT  ON   THE  STAGE  BY 

CHARLES     H.     ROSS. 


The  Scenery  and  Costumes  by  A.  CHASEMORE, 
The  Music  by  the  TWINS  themselves. 

"Twin-kle,  twin-kle." — Poem. 


LONDON : 

"JUDY"   OFFICE,  73   FLEET   STREET,  EC. 


DR.  J.  COLLIS  BROWNE'S 

CHLORODYHE 

IS  THE  ORIGINAL  AND  ONLY  GENUINE. 

A  DVICE  TO  INVALIDS.— If  you  wish  to  obtain  quiet  refreshing  sleep, 
-'*-  free  from  headache,  relief  from  pain  and  anguish,  to  calm  and  assuage 
the  weary  achings  of  protracted  disease,  invigorate  the  nervous  media,  and 
regulate  the  circulating  systems  of  the  body,  you  will  provide  yourself  with 
that  marvellous  remedy  discovered  by  Dr.  J.  COLLIS  BROWNE.  Member 
of  the  College  of  Physicians,  London,  to  which  he  gave  the  name  of 


And  which  is  admitted  by  the  Profession  to  be  the  most  wonderful  and  valu- 
able remedy  ever  discovered. 

CHLORODYNE  is  the  best  remedy  known  for  COUGHS, 

COLDS,  BRONCHITIS,  ASTHMA,  NEURALGIA. 
CHLORODYNE  acts  like  a  charm  in  DIARRHOEA,  and 

is  the  only  specific  in  CHOLERA  and  DYSENTERY. 
CHLORODYNB    effectually  cuts  short   all   attacks   of 
EPILEPSV,  HYSTERIA,  PALPITATION,  and  SPASMS. 


J. C.  Baker,  Esq.,  M. D.,  Bideford. 
— *'  It  is,  without  doubt,  the  most 
valuable  and  certain  Anodyne  we 
have." 


Dr.  M'Millman,  of  New  Gallo- 
way, Scotland. — "  I  consider  it  the 
most  valuable  medicine  known. '* 


CAUTION. —Vice-chancellor  Sir  W.  Page  Wood  stated  that  Dr.  J. 
Collis  Browne  was,  undoubtedly,  the  inventor  of  CHLORODYNE  :  that 
the  story  of  the  defendant  Freeman  was  deliberately  untrue,  which,  he  re- 
gretted to  say,  had  been  sworn  to. — See  Times,  13th  July,  1864. 


Sold  in  Bottles  at  is.  l\d.,  2s.  gd.,  and  4s.  6d.  each. 

None  is  genuine  without  the  words  "  Dr.  Collis  Browne's  Chlorodyne" 

on  the  Government  Stamp.     Overwhelming  Medical  Testimony 

accompanies  each  Bottle. 

Caution. — Beware  of  Piracy  and  Imitations. 

Sole  Manufacturer — 

J.  T.  DAVENPOET,  33  Gt.  Eussell  Street,  Bloomsbury,  London. 


INTRODUCTORY. 


Ladies    and    Gentleme n,- 


THE  MAJOR 


UN  X  LD 


THE 


GLENFIELD 
STARCH, 


The  Queen's  Laundress  uses  no  other. 


R.  WOTHERSPOON  &  COMPY., 

GLASGOW  AND  LONDON. 


CONTENTS. 


i. 

2. 

3- 
4- 

5- 
6. 

7- 
8. 

9- 
io. 
ii. 

12. 

13- 

14. 

IS- 

16. 

17- 
18. 
19. 
20. 
21. 
22. 

23- 

24. 

25- 

26. 
27. 
28. 


THE  TWINS   HAPPEN 

THE   TWINS   WIDE  AWAKE     . 

THE   BLUEBOTTLE   BUSINESS 

THE     MAJOR     PUTS     SOMETHING     IN     HIS 

POCKET 
THE   MAJOR   TAKES   SOMETHING   OUT 
CHAOS    PREVAILS   . 
MORE   UNPLEASANTNESS 
TOOTSY   GOES   IT 
THE   MAJOR   SUFFERS 
THE  SOOTHING   SYSTEM. 
FAILURE   OF   THE   SOOTHING   SYSTEM 
THE   CHARMING   GIRLS    . 
THE   MAJOR   HAS   DOUBTS       . 
THE    YOUNG    LADIES    CARRY  ALL    BEFORE 

THEM    .... 


SOMETHING    IS    KNOCKED    DOWN    TO 
MAJOR       .... 
NOTHING   COULD   BE   NICER 
THE   BOLD  SOLDIER 
TEA  AND   A   LITTLE   MUSIC   . 
SOMETHING  WRONG  AGAIN 
THE   TWINS   NAMELESS 
NEARLY  A  TRAGEDY 
WHERE   IS   THERE  A  GODFATHER  ?  . 
THE   GODFATHER  LANDED 
THE   CEREMONY 
THE   TWINS'   TEETH 
THE   TWINS   CAUSE  ANXIETY 
SOMEBODY   DOES   SOMETHING   SILLY 
TWOPENNY  TURNS   UP 


THE 


13 
17 

22 

28 

34 
38 
43 
45 
5i 
58 
63 
69 

74 

78 

81 

86 

93 

99 

105 

108 

116 

121 

125 

131 

138 

143 
147 
iSi 


COUGH  LOZENGES. 


KEATING'S  COUGH  LOZENGES  contain  no 
Opium,  Morphia,  nor  any  violent  drug.  It  is  the  most 
effective  remedy  known  to  the  Medical  Profession  in  the 
Cure  of  Coughs,  Asthma,  Bronchitis.  One  Lozenge 
alone  relieves  ;  one  or  two  at  bed  time  ensures  rest  when 
troubled  by  the  throat.  They  are  invaluable  to  take  to 
Church  or  Public  Meetings,  being  so  handy  in  the  pocket. 


The  Celebrated  Dr.  BRINGLOE  writes:— 

"22  Cold  Harbour  Lane,  Cameerwell,  7/^25,1877. 
"Thomas  Keating,  Esq. 

"  Sir, — Your  Lozenges  are  excellent,  and  their  beneficial  effects  most 
reliable.  I  strongly  recommend  them  in  cases  of  cough  and  asthma.  You 
are  at  liberty  to  make  any  use  of  this  you  please. — I  remain,  yours  truly, 

"J.  BRINGLOE,  M.R  C.S.L.,  S.L.A.,  L.M." 


Prepared  and  sold  in  Boxes  and  Tins,  Is.  lid..,  2s.  9d., 
4s.  6d.,  and  lis.  each,  by 

THOMAS  KEATING,  chemist,  &c, 

St.  Paul's  Churchyard,  London. 

Sold  Eetail  by  all  Druggists  and  Medicine  Vendors  in  the  World. 


IN  WHICH   THE  TWINS  FIRST   HAPPEN 
UNEXPECTEDLY. 

AM  Major  Penny,  the  head  of  our  family 
We  are  four  in  number,  and  the  others  ar< 
girls.  The  Girls  are  of  mature  age.  I  an 
forty-two. 

Originally  we  were  five  in  number.    The  fifth  (wh< 
is  now  no  more)  gave  us  a  great  deal  of  trouble, 
live  in  the  country,  at  what  some  people  might  call  ai 
out-of-the-way  place.     The  Girls  live  with  me,  and 
manage  all  business  matters  connected  with  our  estab 
lishment  and  order  the  dinners. 

The  three  surviving  girls,  my  sisters,  are  namec 
respectively  Bathsheba,  Cassandra,  and  Ursula,  whicl 
to  some  extent  balances  the  Penny.  As  I  am  univer 
sally  addressed  in  the  home  circle,  and  elsewhere,  a 
the  Major,  my  own  Christian  name  is  immaterial  fo 
the  purposes  of  this  narrative. 
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14  The  Twopenny  Twins. 

The  fifth  (who  is  now  no  more)  was  a  Jemima.  It 
was  settled  from  the  first  that  it  would  have  been 
unreasonable  to  expect  much  of  a  Jemima — and  we 
didn't.  If  No.  5  systematically  persisted  in  being 
a  surprise  to  the  rest  of  her  family,  it  is  not  her 
family's  fault.  The  last  surprise  No.  5  (now  no  more) 
has  given  us  has  taken  the  shape  of  Twins. 

Up  to  the  last  moment  allowable  before  going  to 
press,  we  have  not  got  over  them  ;  indeed,  I  may 
almost  go  as  far  as  to  say  that  the  twins  go  on  asto- 
nishing us  more  and  more,  and  appear  likely  to  do  so. 

Relative  to  previous  surprises,  and  before  dealing 
with  the  Twin  episode,  it  may  not  be  out  of  place 
here  to  say  a  few  words.  No.  5  was  the  only  married 
member  of  our  family.  I  am  myself  a  bachelor. 
During  their  youth  the  Girls,  like  other  girls,  were 
come  after  from  time  to  time ;  but  on  all  occasions  I 
disapproved  of  the  persons  who  did  the  coming-after- 
ing,  and  spoke  my  sentiments  on  the  subject  to  the 
Girls.  "  Bathsheba,  Cassandra,  or  Ursula  "  (as  the  case 
may  be),  I  would  observe,  "  the  man  is  a  Fool,  an  Idiot, 
and  an  Ass,  and  you  must  be  a  Confounded  Donkey  to 
care  about  him." 

There  is  nothing,  in  a  case  of  this  kind,  like  putting 
the  thing  properly.  Almost  invariably  the  truth  thus 
put  came  right  home  to  the  Girl's  mind,  and  she  saw  I 
was  right.  The  truth,  in  like  manner,  brought  home 
to  the  young  man  was,  as  a  rule,  equally  efficacious. 
In  the  case  of  hesitation  on  either  side,  I  boxed  the 
Girl's  ears,  and  broke  the  young  man's  head,  respec- 
tively. I  have  never  known  this  to  fail.  Try  it  in  your 
own  family  circle. 


The  Twins  first  happen  unexpectedly.       1 5 

And  it  would  not  have  failed  in  the  case  of  No.  5  if 
it  had  been  tried.  For  the  case  of  No.  5,  however,  I 
was  to  a  great  extent  unprepared.  I  did  not — nor 
indeed  did  the  other  Girls,  but  that  matters  little — 
deem  it  at  all  probable  that  there  would  be  any 
coming-after  with  regard  to  No.  5,  called  Jemima  (now 
no  more),  and  v/hen  we  heard  that  she  had  not  only- 
been  come  after  without  our  noticing  it,  but  had  been 
carried  right  off  without  our  observing  it  till  some 
time  after  it  had  occurred,  we  were,  for  the  first  time, 
seriously  surprised. 

When,  presently,  we  got  a  letter  mentioning  the 
fact  in  a  casual  kind  of  way,  amongst  other  particulars 
relating  to  the  weather  and  scenery  in  the  part  of  the 
world  she  and  the  young  man  were  taking  their  honey- 
moon in,  it  staggered  us  for  a  while,  and  then  I  called 
for  my  pistols.  The  Girls,  flinging  themselves  upon 
me  and  clinging  to  me  wildly,  coupled  with  the  fact 
that  I  had  no  pistols  at  the  time,  happily  tended  to 
avoid  the  shedding  of  blood,  and  the  carrier-off  of 
No.  5  still  lived — indeed,  he  lives  now. 

The  next  severe  surprise  was  the  revelation  of  the 
man's  name,  which  we  took  at  first  to  be  a  deliberate 
insult,  until  Bathsheba  turned  Twopenny  up  in  the 
"Post-Office  Directory."  The  fact  established  that 
there  were  absolutely  Twopennys  existing,  in  addition 
to  the  Pennys  we  were  already  aware  of,  we  could  not 
help  feeling  the  fact  itself  was  a  kind  of  slur  on  us, 
and  that  Jemima,  had  she  changed  her  name  at  all, 
ought  not  to  have  changed  it  to  the  disparagement  of 
her  own  family. 

We  naturally  felt   that   if  any  change  had   been 
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necessary,  Jemima  might  have  got  out  of  copper  coin- 
age, and  been  a  Mrs.  Silver,  a  Mrs.  Shilling,  or,  indeed 
a  Mrs.  Pound ;  but,  as  has  been  already  observed,  we 
never  expected  anything  at  all  satisfactory  from 
Jemima. 

Within  a  year  the  last  thing  but  one  anybody 
expected  took  place.  Jemima  quarrelled  with  her 
husband,  left  him,  and  sought  shelter  with  the  Girls 
and  me.  Before  we  had  recovered  from  the  shock 
which  this  event  occasioned,  came  the  last  and  most 
surprising  of  the  surprises — the  Twins. 

At  the  present  moment  the  Girls  and  I  have  the 
sole  care  of  the  twins,  for,  as  I  previously  observed, 
their  mother  is  no  more.  The  twins  are  squeaking 
with  all  the  strength  of  which  they  are  capable.  I 
am  engaged  in  looking  up  the  word  "  Infant,"  after 
failing  to  find  "  Baby,"  in  the  "  Encyclopaedia  Britan- 
nica,"  for  the  purpose  of  ascertaining  the  best  modes 
of  treatment,  whilst  the  Girls  are  discussing  the  relative 
merits  of  beef-tea  and  calves'-foot  jelly. 

I  myself  have  doubts  whether  the  twins  are  old 
enough — they  were  born  only  a  week  ago — for  such 
treatment.  The  first  nurse  who  attended  the  twins' 
mother  Jemima  (now  no  more)  in  her  last  illness,  and 
had  sole  charge  of  the  twin  tribe  up  to  now,  has  left 
us  in  a  huff,  owing  to  my  giving  her  a  bit  of  my  mind  ; 
and  if  the  ailments  of  early  infancy  are  not  fully  treated 
in  the  "  Encyclopaedia  Britannica,"  I  shall  feel  uneasy. 


The  Twins  are  wide  awake  and  kicking.     1 7 


CHAPTER    II. 

IN   WHICH   THE   TWINS   ARE  WIDE  AWAKE   AND 
KICKING. 

It  was  a  common  remark  with  a  late  illustrious 
commander-in-chief  that  I,  Major  Penny,  was  the  best 
man  he  ever  knew  at  strategic  movements  with  heavy 
artillery.     Yet  where  am  I  now  ? 

When  I  mention  the  fact  that  I  am  alone  in  the 
house  with  the  twins,  and  that  the  twins  are  on  the 
full  howl,  I  may,  perhaps,  be  more  clearly  understood 
and  sympathized  with  should  I  repeat  the  question — 
Where  am  I  now  ? 

Upon  the  field  of  battle,  whilst  temporarily  in  com- 
mand, I  may  have  so  disposed  the  men  under  me  as 
to  render  highly  valuable  service.  I  will  not  deny  it 
— and,  indeed,  why  should  I  ? — but  here,  in  strict  con- 
fidence, I  own,  in  answer  to  the  above  interrogatory,  I 
am  rather  worse  than  nowhere. 

To  some  extent  it  may  have  been  my  fault  that  I 
am  placed  in  the  position  in  which  I  find  myself.  I 
may  have  been,  to  a  certain  extent,  wrong  in  sending 
Ursula  in  search  of  What's-her-name's  Soothing  Syrup, 
when  Bathsheba  had  just  gone  by  my  directions  for 
Fennings'  Powders,  I  'laving  forgotten  to  add  them  to 
Cassandra's  list,  with  the  extra  feeding-bottle,  etcetera, 
which  I  had  packed  her  off  to  fetch  in  advance  of  the 
other  two  Girls. 

I  have  said  that  the  twins  are  howling — but  I  anti- 
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cipate.      Let  us  rather  go  back  a  few  minutes,  and 
imagine  the  twins  peacefully  slumbering  side  by  side. 

Just  at  this  instant  it  is  rather  difficult  to  imagine 
anything  approaching  such  a  state  of  things  on  the 
part  of  the  twins,  but  let  us  try  to  do  so. 

The  door,  then,  has  just  closed  (with  a  bang)  behind 
Ursula,  and  a  moment  afterwards  I  become  conscious 
of  a  twitching  in  the  off  eyebrow  of  the  near  twin. 

I  hold  my  breath  and  wait.  I  am  in  the  act  of 
walking  at  the  time  :  one  leg  is  on  the  ground  and 
the  other  isn't,  when  I  become,  as  it  were,  frozen  into 
stone,  like  the  flying  Mercury  of  ancient  sculpture. 

When,  at  last,  I  can't  stand  this  way  any  longer 
without  a  fear  of  tumbling  over,  I  bring  down  the 
other  foot,  and  my  boot  creaks  like  anything. 

On  this  the  near  twin  puckers  up  its  nose  and 
sniffs.  I  immediately  become  transfixed  again,  and 
suffer  agonies  of  suspense  whilst  I  watch  the  puckers 
straighten  out.  Then  I  breathe  again,  and  going  in 
for  extra  cautiousness,  kick  the  table. 

At  the  noise  the  four  eyes  of  the  twin  division  open 
simultaneously,  as  though  worked  on  one  wire,  and 
rivet  themselves  on  my  face,  stretched  across  the  table 
towards  them,  and  wearing  an  expression  of  such  con- 
centrated agony,  rage,  and  despair,  that  it  is  quite  too 
much  for  the  twins,  and  the  lines  of  their  youthful 
countenances  spread  out  perpendicularly,  like  the 
gutta-percha  heads  you  buy  at  the  corner  shop  in  the 
Lowther,  when  you  pinch  them  under  the  chin. 

The  next  moment  I  am  chanting,  "  Hush-a-bye 
baby,  have  you  any  wool  ?  Father 's  gone  a-hunting 
on  a  tree-top  !  "  in  a  persuasive  tone  of  voice,  whilst  I 
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flip  the  fingers  of  my  right  hand  as  an  accompaniment, 
and  rub  my  shin  with  the  left. 

These  must  be  fools  of  twins,  as  far  as  music  is 
concerned  ! — they  don't  see  it. 

I  therefore  rock  them  in  their  little  cot,  and  jolt  one 
twin's  head  up  against  the  other  with  a  rattling  sound, 
like  eggs  going  at  a  trot  in  a  basket  to  market.  But 
even  this  does  not  soothe  them. 

Under  these  circumstances,  I  come  to  the  conclusion 
they  will,  perhaps,  calm  down  if  carried  about  a  bit ; 
but  it  is  a  harder  thing  to  carry  a  couple  of  twins,  both 


"In  arms." 


together,  than  any  one  who  has  never  carried  half  a 
twins  at  a  time  has  any  notion  of,  and  the  way  I  hold 
them  gives  them  an  opportunity  of  pulling  and  hauling 
at  my  whiskers  in  a  style  I  have  been  unaccustomed  to. 
There  was  a  time,  during  the  Crimean  War,  when  a 

2 — 2 
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Russian  officer,  whom  I  subsequently  slew,  expressed 
a  desire  to  take  me  by  the  nose,  but  probably  taat 
was  not  a  case  in  point.  As  it  is,  I  am  now  being 
similarly  assaulted,  and  have  also  had  a'  dab  in  either 
eye.    Indeed,  the  question  is,  What  will  happen  next? 

unless 1  '11  try  the  feeding-bottle. 

Hitherto  we  have  only  got  one  feeding-bottle 
between  the  twins — naturally  supposing  that  they 
would  have  taken  their  food  fairly  and  squarely  turn 
about — but  they  won't.  When  one  twin  gets  the 
bottle  the  other  howls,  and  there 's  no  way  of  choking 
off  the  howler  but  by  gagging  him  with  the  india- 
rubber  feeder,  on  which  the  other  fellow  pipes  up  like 
one  o'clock. 


Aha  !  the  bottle  !  " 


It  is  the  case  now ;  but  whilst  No.  i  twin  is  wolfing 
up  his  share,  I  shake  a  rattle  with  all  my  might  in  the 
face  of  No.  2,  which  has  the  effect  of  stunning  him  a 
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bit  till  his  turn  comes,  when  I  rattle  up  the  other  chap 
till  he  seems  half  dazed. 

After  these  proceedings,  both  twins  being  tempo- 
rarily lulled,  I  get  them  back  into  their  cot,  and  un- 
button my  waistcoat  and  gasp  awhile. 

They  continue  quiet.  If  I  could  open  the  window 
and  get  a  breath  of  air,  I  might  go  on  looking  up  the 
ills  of  infancy  in  the  "  Encyclopaedia "  with  some 
degree  of  calmness. 

The  twins  have  closed  their  eyes.     I  will gently 

.  .That's  right And  now  for  the  "  Encyclopaedia." 

I  suppose  the  Girls  will  be  back  soon.  Really  and 
truly,  I  am  not  getting  on  so  very  badly ;  but,  after 
all,  tact  is  what  is  wanted  in  these  matters — simply 
tact What's  that? 

A  beast  of  a  big  buzzing  bluebottle  fly  has  come  in 
through  the  open  window. 


"  Singularly  incomplete,  this  work." 
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I  watch  this  bluebottle  with  interest.  As  I  supposed, 
he  goes  for  the  twins. 

He  settles  on  the  off  twin's  nose.  The  off  twin 
lunges  out  at  him,  and  he  beats  a  retreat. 

The  off  twin  sinks  back  into  slumber.  Heaven  be 
thanked ! 

The  bluebottle  returns  and  settles  on  the  near  twin's 
nose.  The  near  twin  lunges,  and  gives  his  brother  one 
in  the  ear.    On  this,  the  off  twin  lunges  out  and  howls. 

I  oblige  with  "  Cease,  rude  Boreas,"  and  "  The  Red, 
White,  and  Blue,"  and  peace  is  restored. 

Then  I  look  round  for  the  bluebottle.  He  is  quiet 
just  now,  but  I  'm  not  going  to  put  up  with  any  of  his 
nonsense.     Let  him  look  out. 

Aha! 

He  returns  and  hovers  playfully  round  his  victims. 
Which  nose  is  he  on  for  now  ?     Let  him  look  out ! 

Whilst  I  fix  my  gentleman  with  my  eye,  I  take  out 
my  silk  handkerchief,  and  at  a  critical  moment  I  flip. 

Merciful  powers !  what  have  I  done  ?  Have  I 
marked  a  twin  for  life  ?     And  which  was  it  ? 

They  are  both  howling  at  the  top  of  their  voices. 


CHAPTER   III. 

IN    WHICH    THE    MAJOR    HAS    IT    OUT    WITH    THE 
BLUEBOTTLE. 

IT  may  here  be  casually  mentioned  that  I  (Major 
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Penny),  during  the  Indian  Revolt,  was  the  first  person 
to  whom  the  notion  of  blowing  Sepoys  from  the 
mouths  of  guns  first  occurred.    Others  may  have  gone 


Rage  and  fury. 


about  taking  the  credit,  but  it  was  I  (Major  Penny) 
who  said  right  off  before  anybody,  "  Blow  'em  to 
smithereens  !  The  only  way  to  quell  the  mutiny  is  to 
blow  'em  to  smithereens." 

I  do  not  exactly  quote  the  above  as  a  case  in  point ; 
it  is  more  with  a  view  to  showing  that  when  a  mutiny 
is  in  question,  and  you  want  a  queiler,  you  might  do 
worse  than  send  for  yours  obediently. 

*«i*  -1*  <J*  *l*  •!> 

*T»  'f*  »t>  *f*  "T* 

To  begin  with,  I  am  naturally  anxious  to  ascertain 
whether  I  really  did  flick  a  bit  off  one  of  the  twins' 
noses  when  aiming  at  the  bluebottle,  but  a  careful  in- 
vestigation proves  this  impression  to  have  been  errone- 
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ous.  On  the  whole,  I  am  not  -sorry  that  it  is  not  so — 
not  only  on  the  twins'  account,  but  because  it  would 
have  been  deuced  awkward  to  have  satisfactorily 
accounted  for  the  circumstance  on  the  Girls'  return. 

Without  going  lengthily  into  detail,  I  may  observe 
that  the  circumstance  might  have  tended  to  lower  my 
system  of  quelling  in  the  Girls'  eyes. 

As  it  is,  seeing  that  I  expect  either  Bathsheba,  Cas- 
sandra, or  Ursula  to  return  immediately,  it  is  necessary 
that  the  twins  should  be  silenced  at  once,  and  the 
only  question  that  remains  to  be  answered  is,  How  ? 

I  observe  that  inordinate  gluttony  is  the  besetting 
sin  of  both  twins  alike,  and  once  more  I  deem  it  advis- 
able to  allow  them  an  opportunity,  as  Mr.  Cruikshank 
would  say,  to  "  console  themselves  with  the  bottle." 

The  fact  that  there  is  but  one  bottle  between  them 
acts  prejudicially  in  this  instance,  and  whilst  the  lucky 
one  pulls  away  with  an  expression  on  him  resembling 
a  Highland  piper  discoursing  his  national  music,  envy 
and  uncharitableness  goads  the  other  twin  well-nigh 
to  frenzy,  and  he  claws,  in  a  futile  fashion,  at  the 
coveted  object,  and  bewails  his  paplessness  in  the 
shrillest  treble. 

I  therefore  vary  the  monotony  by  letting  twin  No.  2 
have  a  pull,  and  endeavour  to  lull  No.  i's  suspicion  of 
foul  play  by  substituting  my  thumb  in  the  place  of  the 
sucker,  at  which,  thinking  no  guile,  he  wires  in  for  a 
period,  and  is  perfectly  contented. 

Whilst  occupied  by  this  strategic  movement,  it 
occurs  to  me  that  my  position,  viewed  by  an  unsym- 
pathetic stranger,  might  appear  somewhat  undignified. 

"  Major  Penny,"  I  mentally  ejaculate,  "you  who  have 
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led  men  to  action — who  have  stormed  giddy  heights 
amidst  blinding  fire,  and  have  hacked  your  way  through 
forests  of  deadly  steel — to  what  occupation  have  you 
come  at  last  ?  Major  Penny,  if  any  one  should  catch  a 
glimpse  of  you  under  present  circumstances,  he  would 
smile." 

But,  on  second  thoughts,  how  poor  and  paltry  would 
be  his  triumph !  Did  not  the  great  Alfred  unbend  to 
bake  cakes  and  burn  them  ?     Did  not 

No.  1  twin  is  beginning  to  notice  a  want  of  some- 
thing in  the  substitute  I  have  provided.  He  had  better 
have  the  bottle  again,  and  his  brother  take  a  pull  at 
the  other  thumb. 

So !  The  exchange  has  been  swiftly  effected. 
General  joy  at  present  prevails.  Both  twins  are 
peaceful  now.  Sleep,  sweet  sleep,  steals  gently  o'er 
their  senses.  I  'm  getting  the  cramp  with  stooping, 
but  no  matter. 

$:  %  ^<  sf:  >J<  ^ 

I  have  done  it.  I  have  withdrawn  my  thumb  with 
a  slow  and  cautious  movement,  leaving  a  round  hole 
where  it  has  been,  but  the  unconscious  twin  slumbers 
placidly 

After  all,  there  are  many  kinds  of  victories.     There 

is  the  victory  of  the  diplomatist.    There  is That 

confounded  bluebottle  come  back  again  ! 

I  thought  so !     Would  you  ?     No,  you  don't ! 

He  is  making  straight  for  the  noses  of  my  young 
friends,  but  I  am  too  quick  for  him. 

He  retreats,  and  I  follow  on  his  trail,  like  Mr. 
Fenimore  Cooper's  Chingaghook  (whose  name,  I 
trust,  I  am  spelling  properly). 
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He  makes  a  tour  of  the  room,  on  finding  that  he 
cannot  effect  his  purpose,  and  lodges  on  the  mantel- 
piece.   I  do  the  Chingaghook  business. 

He  is  in  my  power !     Aha  ! 

I  've  missed  him  ! 

He  makes  another  tour  of  the  apartment,  pretend- 
ing he  doesn't  know  I  'm  in  it.  Let  him  beware ! 
This  trifling  is  ill-timed. 

Here  he  is  alighting  on  a  side-table.  I  repeat  the 
Chingaghookery 

With  bated  breath  I  take  a  deadly  aim  ! 


Destruction. 


He 's  up  again,  and  I  am  following  in  hot  pursuit. 

Crash!!! 

I  had  not  noticed  another  side-table  whilst  urging 
on  my  wild  career — a  table  littered  over  with  Bath- 
sheba's  confounded  old  china  cups  and  saucers. 

I   bear  down  on  them  like  an  avalanche,  and   in 
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another  moment  fell  destruction  has  been  wrought, 
and  I  am  sprawling  amongst  the  ruins. 

I  get  up  and  gaze  upon  the  field  of  battle.  I  col- 
lect scraps  and  hold  them  together,  hoping  they  will 
stick  by  magic,  whilst  I  reflect  on  the  state  of  mind 
Bathsheba  will  be  in  when  she  finds  out  what  has 
happened,  and  the  trouble  I  shall  have  in  framing 
a  dignified  explanation  of  the  business,  unless 

No,  that  were  unmanly ;  and,  besides,  I  don't  think 
it  would  be  believed.     I  cannot  lay  it  on  the  twins. 


Meditation. 

The  twins,  it  may  be  mentioned,  have  been  awakened 
by  the  noise,  and  are  now  howling  again  as  hard  as 
\iver. 

Meanwhile  the  brute  of  a  bluebottle  is  buzzing  away 
joyously,  and 

Rat-a-tat-tat-a-tat-tat ! 

A  knock  at  the  door!    The  Girls  returned,  no  doubt. 
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Deception. 


Which  ?   Probably  Bathsheba  ;  and,  as  yet,  I  have  not 
a  word  ready  in  the  way  of  explanation. 

Supposing,  to  gain  time,  I  pocket  the  bits. 

I  have.     Now  for  it ! 


CHAPTER    IV 

IN   WHICH   THE   MAJOR   PUTS   SOMETHING  IN   HIS 
COAT-TAIL   POCKET. 

Good  gracious ! 

It  is  not  my  sister  Bathsheba,  as  I  at  first  supposed, 
or  one  of  the  other  Girls.  It  is  neither  more  nor  less 
than  Lady  Taltorkington,  of  Taltorkington  Towers, 
one  of  the  leading  qualities  of  the  neighbourhood, 
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whose  carriage  stands  without,  and  whose  footman 
has  knocked  till  he  was  tired,  when  Lady  Taltorkington 
herself  has  taken  her  turn,  and  has  the  knocker  in  her 
hand  when  I  drag  the  door  open  suddenly,  and  as 
nearly  as  possible  throw  her  on  her  nose  in  the  passage. 


"Hallo!" 

Next  moment  I  am  apologizing  profusely,  and  trying 
to  hide  the  feeding-bottle  with  one  hand,  whilst  I  offer 
the  other  to  her  ladyship  to  shake. 

Her  ladyship  seems  a  little  taken  aback,  on  the 
whole,  but  yet  smiles  sweetly  and  asks  after  the  Girls, 
on  which,  to  carry  off  the  detail  of  the  bottle,  the 
india-rubber  tubing  to  which  persists  in  wagging  to 
and  fro,  behind  me,  like  the  pendulum  of  a  clock,  I 
rush  into  uncalled-for  particulars,  and  give  a  history 
of  the  Girls'  ailments  for  the  last  month  or  two. 

I  also  beg  and  entreat  of  her  to  come  in,  as  though 
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it  were  a  matter  of  life  or  death  to  me  that  she  should, 
praying  in  my  heart  all  the  while  that  she  won't.  It 
is  needless  to  say  she  does,  and  settles  into  a  seat,  as 
though  for  years. 

By  a  sleight-of-hand  trick,  which  I  honestly  believe 


"So  glad!" 


to  be  superior  to  anything  ever  attempted  by  Messrs. 
Maskelyne  and  Cooke,  I  get  the  bottle  away  behind 
a  work-box  on  the  top  of  the  new  piano  Cassandra  is 
buying  on  the  hire  system,  and  glide  gracefully  into  a 
chair  opposite  her  ladyship. 
Crack ! 

^fC  *t£  5fC  7C  5f»  5JC 

Instinctively  I  should  have  known  by  the  sound 
even,  if  not  by  sensations  of  not  too  pleasurable  a 
nature,  that  the  tea-pot  was  continuing  to  come  to 
sorrow  in  consequence  of  my  sitting  on  it ;  but  it  will 
perhaps  call  attention  unnecessarily  to  the  circum- 
stances if  I  alter  my  position. 
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Crack ! 

It  has  gone  off  again  of  its  own  accord,  without  any- 
additional  movement  on  my  part,  but  I  continue  to 
dilate  on  Ursula's  toothache  without  a  pause. 

Her  ladyship  does  not  appear  to  follow  me.  She, 
on  the  contrary,  looks  as  though  the  noise  puzzled  her. 

She  says,  "  What  ever  was  that  ?  " 

I  say  "What  was  what?"  as  naturally  as  possible, 
and  break  a  little  more  china  turning.  Then,  thinking 
it  best  at  this  juncture  to  appear  to  look  as  though  I 
were  trying  to  hear  something,  although  I  had  heard 
nothing  hitherto,  I  add,  "  Hush  !  what  can  it  be  ? " 


The  guilty  conscience. 

A  deathlike  silence  of  one  moment  ensues,  as  all  the 
china  breakable  has  been  broken  by  this  time,  and 
then  next  moment  another  sound  of  a  most  mysterious 
character  is  audible. 

On  hearing  it,  Lady  Taltorkington  appears  to  prick 
up  her  ears,  and  I  too  am  singularly  interested.  It  is, 
in  fact,  a  sound  as  of  the  dripping  of  water  blended 
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with  subdued  music  partaking  of  the  nature  of  the 
yEolian  harp. 

When  I  thoroughly  realize  that  it  is  the  contents  of 
the  twins'  feeding-bottle  dripping  steadily  down  among 
the  machinery  of  Cassandra's  piano  on  the  hire  sys- 
tem, I  writhe  covertly,  and  use  (inaudible)  bad  lan- 
guage. 

With  a  mental  effort  equal  to  several  Talleyrands 
under  high  pressure,  I  observe,  "  The  rain  on  the  roof 
of  the  conservatory." 


"  It 's  just  like  a  baby ! " 

Her  ladyship  shakes  her  head  dubiously.  "  I  don't 
hear  it  now  at  all,"  she  says. 

Thank  goodness !  Who  wanted  her  to  ?  Suddenly, 
however,  she  starts. 

"  It 's  just  like  a  baby !  "  she  exclaims.  "  How  ex- 
traordinary ! " 

As  she  speaks,  I  for  the  first  time  become  conscious 
of  the  piping  (bagpiping  rather)  music  peculiar  to 
those  ghastly  twins,  for  one  of  whom,  probably,  the 
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bluebottle  is  just  now  making  it  warm,  without  fear  of 
interference. 

But  how  is  it  possible  to  tell  the  truth  to  her  lady- 
ship without  telling  the  humiliating  story  in  its  entirety 
of  that  unhappy  woman  Twopenny's  injudicious  mar- 
riage and  ill-advised  twin  legacy  ? 

I  therefore  dissemble.     I  say, 

"  Baby !     Good  gracious  !     What  an  idea !  " 

Immediately  on  making  this  observation  the  other 
twin  joins  in  the  harmony,  and  the  two  pleasant  young 
voices  swell  the  chorus. 

Once,  however,  having  strayed  from  the  path  of 
strict  veracity,  I  find  myself  engulfed  in  a  vortex  of 
untruthfulness,  as  it  were,  and  plunge  wildly  into  the 
weather,  and  talk  of  yesterday's  glorious  sunshine  as 
something  wholly  unprecedented  in  the  experience  of 
man. 

In  the  course  of  time,  finding  I  have  worked  out  the 
sunshine  topic,  which,  after  all,  as  a  topic,  has  not  been 
much  of  a  success,  I  am  turning  over  in  my  mind 
whether  Cassandra's  nettle-rash  last  autumn,  or  the 
atrocities  in  Bulgaria,  would  go  best  as  a  follower 
when  a  loud  bump  on  the  floor  of  the  next  room 
brings  me  to  a  full  stop. 

Hallo ! 

What  has  happened  now  ?  The  twins  can't  have 
got  up,  and  by  their  united  efforts  upset  another 
table  ? 

A  deathlike  silence  follows  the  bump  in  the  next 
room.  It  is  the  sort  of  silence  which  holds  you  spell- 
bound when  you  are  sitting  for  your  photograph ; 
during  which  you  think  over  all  the  incidents  of  your 
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early  life,  as  people  say  a  man  does  who  is  on  the  point 
of  drowning. 

There  is  a  deathlike  silence  in  this  room  also,  broken 
but  by  one  faint  sound— the  steady  drip  from  the 
twins'  bottle  into  the  interior  of  the  hire  system. 

This  suspense  is  terrible.  What  is  going  to  happen 
next  ? 


CHAPTER  V 

IN  WHICH  THE   MAJOR   TAKES    SOMETHING  OUT  OF 
HIS   POCKET. 

When  I  casually  mention  that  I,  Major  Penny,  have 
in  my  time  wallowed  knee-deep  in  the  gore  of  battle- 
fields, it  may  surprise  you  to  hear  that,  at  this  moment, 
I  find  myself  almost  unnerved. 

Whilst  rushing  to  the  breach  amidst  showers  of 
deadly  lead,  I  own  I  have  occasionally  asked  myself 
with  some  curiosity  what  may  be  waiting  for  me 
within.  In  heading  a  forlorn  hope,  indeed,  the  idea 
not  unfrequently  suggests  itself;  yet,  I  repeat,  that 
that  suspense  is  nothing  to  the  suspense  now. 

This  may  possibly  be  accounted  for  to  some  extent 
by  the  novelty  of  the  situation.  At  the  call  of  duty,  in 
foreign  parts,  I  have  in  my  time  made  short  work  of  a 
lot  of  blacks,  without  noticing  that  the  exercise  in  any 
way  interfered  with  my  appetite  or  my  sleep ;  but  if 
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anything  has  happened  to  one  or  both  of  those  twins, 
I  don't  quite  know  what  I  shall  do. 

Extraordinary  to  relate,  her  ladyship  appears  not 
to  notice  my  agitation.  It  is  true  that  this  may  be 
owing  to  the  fact  of  the  twins  having  subsided  into 
silence. 

And  this  does  not  at  first  occur  to  me.  To  me  the 
twins'  silence  is  wholly  unaccountable.  If  they  are 
alive  and  awake,  they  ought  to  be  on  full  pipe.  I 
must  and  will  know  the  worst. 

I  am  rising  to  my  feet  with  this  intention,  when  her 
ladyship,  laying  her  hand  upon  my  arm,  arrests  my 
progress.     She  says, 

"  I  see,  Major,  you  agree  with  me,  and  I  may  rely 
on  your  support." 

It  would  appear  from  this  observation  that  her 
ladyship  has  been  talking  for  some  time  past  without 
my  noticing  the  circumstance. 

I  have  already  told  you,  I  believe,  that  Lady 
Taltorkington  is  one  of  the  leading  qualities  of  our 
neighbourhood.  I  may  also  add  that  it  has  been  my 
one  aim  and  object  for  years  past  to  cultivate  her 
acquaintance,  to  which  statement  I  may  also  add  that 
this  is  her  first  visit  to  my  humble  dwelling. 

I  wonder  whether  she  will  ever  come  again  ?  Mean- 
while, although  I  haven't  a  notion  what  the  deuce  she 
has  been  talking  about,  perhaps  I  had  better  say 
something. 

I  therefore  smile  cheerfully,  and  respond,  "  If  my 
support  is  of  any  value,  your  ladyship  may  depend  on 
me— to  the  utmost." 

"  I  was  sure  I  could,  Major  Penny,"  she  says  with 

3 — 2 
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warmth,  as  she  produces  a  note-book.  "What  shall 
we  say  ? " 

I  don't  quite  follow  this.  It  begins  to  look  deucedly 
like  a  subscription. 

I  try  to  arouse  myself,  but  am  incapable  of  -any 
mental  effort,  and  instead  listen  intently  for  the 
slightest  noise  in  the  next  room. 

All  is  silence  there.  Her  ladyship  goes  on  tackling 
me. 

"Come,  Major,"  she  says,  "you  mean  to  surprise  us 
all,  I  can  see.     Three  figures,  eh  ?  " 

By  all  that 's  horrible,  it  is  a  subscription  she  is  on 
to !     And  three  figures  !     I  like  that. 

I  make  a  desperate  effort  to  save  myself,  and  say, 
"  Let  me  understand,  now,  what  is  the  exact  nature  of 
the — the  proposition,  as  it  stands." 

Her  ladyship  looks  surprised  and  slightly  offended. 
"  I  thought  I  had  fully  explained,"  she  says. 

"Oh,  perfectly,"  I  hasten  to  reply.  "I  was  only 
thinking  whether,  owing  to  certain  circumstances 
which  it  would  fatigue  you  to  go  into,  I  should  be  al- 
together justified  in — in  entering  into  the  matter  as  I 
could  wish,  did  I — I — only  consult  my  own  inclina- 
tions." 

Considering  that  I  had  not  the  remotest  notion  what 
she  had  been  talking  about,  I  rather  fancy  this  sen- 
tence is  nicely  turned. 

"My  dear  Major,"  she  says,  "you  astonish  me.  I 
had  indeed  relied  upon  your  aid  on  the  platform." 

She  wants  to  get  me  on  a  platform  now.  Next  it 
will  be  a  tight-rope,  I  suppose. 

"  Since,  however,  you  will  not  take  a  personal  part 
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I  must,  I  presume,  be  content  with  your  subscription, 
What  shall  I  say  ? " 

It  is  a  subscription :  that  is  quite  plain  now. 

"  I  have  so  many  calls  upon  me  just  at  this  moment, 
but.  if  a  guinea  is  of  any  service " 

"A  guinea,  Major!"  she  exclaims.  "Oh,  I  had 
hoped  for  so  much  more !  " 

Confound  her  hopes  !  I  think  I  'm  sufficiently  vic- 
timized as  it  is. 

"  But,"  she  continues,  "  it  is  to  be  considered  as  a 
quarterly  payment,  of  course.     Shall  I  take  it  now  ?  " 

This  is  highway  robbery,  but  I  can't  see  my  way 
out  of  it  on  easier  terms,  and  I  would  do  anything 
almost,  just  at  this  moment,  to  get  rid  of  her. 

The  silence  in  the  next  room  is  tomb-like. 
*  'Y-  *  *  *  * 


"Here's  a  go  !  " 


Whew !    She  has  gone,  and  my  one  pound  one  with 
her.  Though  the  subject  is  a  painful  one,  I  can  scarcely 
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refrain  from  a  smile  when  I  reflect  on  the  way  in  which 
I  bestow  my  charity.  There  is  an  open-handed  vague- 
ness abqut  it  that  really  is  refreshing  from  its  novelty. 
But  hush  !     How  about  those  twins  ? 

I  hold  my  breath  as  I  turn  the  handle  of  the  door, 
and  glare  affrightedly  around. 

It  is  as  I  half  expected.     The  worst  has  happened. 

The  cradle  is  lying  wrong  side  up,  and  the  twins  are 
underneath. 


To  ihe  rescue  1 


CHAPTER  VI. 

IN  WHICH  CHAOS   PREVAILS,  AND  THE  GIRLS  COME 
BACK   AGAIN. 

In  deadly  terror  I  remove  the  cradle,  the  blankets, 
the  pillows,  etcetera,  and  arrive  at  last  at  the  twins. 
They  are  lying  on  their  little  noses,  motionless. 
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As  I  stretch  forth  my  hand  and  seize  them,  I  hear  a 
footfall  in  the  passage.  The  Girls  returned,  perhaps. 
Well,  they  had  better  know  all The  deuce ! 

5rZ  'A*  M"*  ^  *'■*  ^^ 

It  isn't  the  Girls.  It  is  that  confounded  woman 
come  back  again. 


Unhand  me 


"Major!" 

"  Unhand  me!"  I  shriek,  and  rushing  back,  fling 
myself  against  the  door. 

By  the  way,  I  trust  she  won't  think  I  'm  mad  ! 

There  is  no  doubt  about  it. 

She  does  think  I  am  mad — probably  dangerous. 

She  has  flown  from  the  house,  and,  looking  after 
her,  I  see  her  gesticulating  wildly  to  the  coachman, 
and,  seemingly,  telling  him  of  her  narrow  escape  from 
the  raging  maniac ! 

Stay,  though !  Perhaps  she  knows  the  truth,  and 
is  on  her  way  to  the  police-station.  In  a  short  time 
the  myrmidons  of  the  law  may  be  here  asking  for  ex- 
planations relative  to  the  smothered  babes 
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Never! 


Good  gracious ! 

There 's  nothing  at  all  smothered  in  that  now  wel- 
come sound.    They  were  actually  only  asleep,  then, 


Away — away  I 

all '  the  time.  And  twins  can,  seemingly,  slumber 
wrong  side  up,  and  extinguished  by  a  cradle.  There 
is  yet  something  to  learn  in  this  world,  even  for  a 
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Major  who  has  headed  a  charge  on  the  ensanguined 
field  of  battle. 

Pipe  up,  my  merry  men !  Don't  mind  how  much 
row  you  make — pipe  up  ! 

Meanwhile,  before  the  Girls  come  back,  let  me  try 
to  set  things  a  little  bit  straight.  At  present,  our 
usually  orderly  apartments  wear  something  of  the 
aspect  of  the  stage  of  a  theatre  during  the  pantomime 
season  after  a  pelting  scene.     The  first  thing  is  to 


More  mischief. 


make  sure  there  are  no  fragments  of  broken  china 
lying  about — or,  stay,  let  me  first  look  at  the  piano. 

Confound  this  bottle !  It  is  spoiling  something  else 
now.  Inadvertently  I  have  placed  it  on  the  top  of 
one  of  Ursula's  water-colour  sketches.     The  deuce  ! 

^r*  ?p  5JC  5j£  Jj>  -f- 

Evidently  I  have  adopted  a  wrong  system  in  trying 
to  wipe  it  with  my  pocket-handkerchief.     Here  are 
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half  a  forest  and  the  top  of  a  mountain  come  off,  and 
the  sea  has  run  over  the  margin. 
There  '11  be  a  row  about  this. 

*)C  *|C  5fC  3ji  Sp  J^S 

There  is  a  row  about  it  going  on  at  this  moment, 
and  some  other  rows  about  other  little  matters.  The 
Girls  have  come  back  in  a  body,  and  the  first  thing 
Bathsheba's  eye  lit  upon  was  a  bit  of  her  tea-pot,  half 
hidden  under  the  leg  of  the  table.  Meanwhile  Ursula 
is  weeping  over  her  water-colours,  and  Cassandra,  with 
tears  in  her  eyes,  is  polishing  the  top  of  her  piano. 
Luckily  she  does  not  know  that  anything  has  hap- 
pened to  the  inside. 


"Hallo!" 


We  are  interrupted  at  this  moment  by  a  knock. 
Of  course  it  is  the  new  nurse  whom  Ursula  went  to 
inquire  about,  and  who  is  to  come  on  immediately, 
and  high  time  it  is  she  did. 

#  *  *  -::-  *  * 
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This  is  awkward  !  It  is  not  the  nurse.  It  is  a 
young  man  come  to  tune  the  piano. 

I  dissemble  whilst  he  raises  the  lid.  But  when  I 
hear  him  say,  "  Hallo !  "  it  occurs  to  me  I  might  as 
well  go  for  a  constitutional,  and  I  go. 

>I=  >Y.  *  ^s  sj:  ^ 


CHAPTER   VII. 

IN  WHICH   THERE  IS   MORE   UNPLEASANTNESS. 

I  MUST  confess,  as  I  continue  my  walk,  and  the 
humble  peasants  I  encounter  by  the  way  move  on 
one  side  and  respectfully  salute  me — I  must  confess  I 
cannot  refrain  from  asking  myself  whether  I,  Major 
Penny,  who  have  led  Her  Majesty's  forces  (or,  at  any 
rate,  a  portion  of  them)  to  action,  have  not  recently 
been  placed  in  a  somewhat  undignified  position. 

It  cannot  be  denied  that  the  business  of  nursing 
(particularly  in  the  case  of  twins)  more  naturally  de- 
volves upon  a  member  of  the  other  sex,  whom  it  does 
not  seem  to  worry  quite  so  much,  or,  anyhow,  they 
don't  own  to  it. 

I  have  been  perusing  this  morning,  with  much  plea- 
sure, an  account  of  the  reading  of  a  paper  by  Mrs.  W. 
E.  Gladstone,  at  the  Domestic  Economy  Congress  at 
Birmingham,  in  which  the  writer  urged  strongly  that 
the  elementary  principles  of  nursing  should  be  added 
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to  the  subjects  already  taught  in  schools,  so  that  they 
might  become  part  of  the  regular  instruction  of  young 
girls.  A  child  might  be  so  taught  to  nurse  as  to  give 
her  what  was  really  a  high  and  holy  aim. 

These  are  my  sentiments  too,  and  it  is  to  be  re- 
gretted that  the  Girls — Bathsheba,  Cassandra,  and 
Ursula — were  not  thus  instructed  when  young. 

The  ribald  scoffer  might  perchance  suggest  that, 


At  it  again ! 

bitherto,  they  have  not  stood  in  any  particular  need  of 
such  knowledge,  and  that,  in  the  ordinary  course  of 
events,  they  were  by  no  means  ever  likely  to. 

But  a  truce  to  irrelevance.  Afflicted  as  we  are  by 
twins  requiring  an  abnormal  amount  of  nursing,  an 
experienced  nurse  is  a  sine  qua  non  ;  and,  from  what  I 
can  learn,  Mrs.  Tootsy  is  the  nurse  of  all  nurses  for  us ! 

Indeed,  from  what  has  reached  me,  it  would  appear 
that  Mrs.  Tootsy  would  have  been  equal  to  triplets^ 
and  is  reported  to  have  said  that  she  had  been  in  a 
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family  with  whom  twins  were  a  mere  matter  of  peri- 
odical recurrence. 

With  the  aid  of  so  valuable  a  person,  I  feel  that  I 
can  manage  the  two  Twopennys  without  trouble. 

As  I  approach  the  house  on  my  return,  all  is  calm. 
I  let  myself  in  quietly  and  look  around.  In  the  pas- 
sage is  a  bandbox  bearing  the  name  of  Tootsy. 

Impelled  by  natural  curiosity,  I  raise  the  lid,  and 
discover  a  large  black  bottle,  doubtless  containing 
soothing  cordial  for  the  twins.     I  will  taste  it. 

I  have.     It's  gin  ! 

At  this  moment  the  rustle  of  a  skirt  behind  me 
attracts  my  attention,  and  a  strange  voice  exclaims, 

"  What !  you  're  at  it  again,  are  you  ? " 

It  is  Mrs.  Tootsy,  who  evidently  does  not  know  who 
I  am. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

IN  WHICH  TOOTSY  GOES  IT. 

I  HAVE  serious  doubts  with  regard  to  the  woman 
Tootsy. 

To  a  certain  extent  I  am  willing  to  allow  the  woman 
Tootsy  might  have  been  justified  in  addressing  an  un- 
known person  she  found  sipping  out  of  her  girt-bottle 
with  some  amount  of  abruptness. 

The  words,  "  You  're  at  it  again,  are  you  ? "  although 
they  might  be  taken  to  imply  a  foreknowledge  on  her 
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part  of  my  being  in  the  habit  of  being  at  it  whensoever 
an  occasion  offered,  might  not,  however,  necessarily 
mean  quite  as  much.  Considered  as  a  mere  ordinary 
figure  of  speech,  the  observation  loses  something  of  its 
offensiveness  ;  yet,  I  repeat,  I  have  serious  doubts  with 
regard  to  the  woman  Tootsy. 

Does,  or  does  not,  the  woman  Tootsy  look  up  to 
and  respect  me,  as  a  person  in  her  position  ought  to 
look  up  to  and  respect  her  employer  ? 

I  don't  think  it. 

With  all  the  sternness  I  can  call  into  my  features 
at  a  moment's  notice,  the  spirits  having  taken  a  little 
of  my  breath  away,  I  turn  upon  Tootsy,  at  the  same 
time  replacing  the  cork  in  the  bottle,  and  ask  whether 
the  bottle  is  hers. 

"  It  ain't  yours,  anyhow,"  says  Tootsy. 

There  is  truth  in  this,  though  it  be  blended  with  a 
certain  amount  of  disrespect.  I  therefore  say,  with 
quiet  dignity,  "  I  do  not  dispute  the  fact,  but  I  ask  for 
further  information." 

"  You  hand  it  over,  will  you  ? "  says  Tootsy.  "  I 
don't  know  how  long  you  've  been  at  it,  but  there 's  a 
third  gone !  " 

"  If  you  intend  to  insinuate  that  I  have  taken " 

I  begin  with  what  I  trust  is  pardonable  warmth,  but 
she  breaks  in  upon  me. 

She  says,  "  Well,  of  all  the  barefaced !  Why,  I  see 
you  with  my  own  eyes  !  " 

I  feel  I  am  losing  dignity  if  this  goes  on  much 
lonper,  and  must  at  once  put  matters  on  their  proper 
footing.     I  therefore  say, 

"  You  do  not  appear  to  be  aware,  Mrs.  Tootsy,  that 
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you  are  addressing  the  master  of  this  house.  I — I  am 
Major  Penny ! " 

"  I  'm  sure,"  says  Mrs.  Tootsy,  with  candour,  "  I 
didn't  know  who  you  was  or  who  you  wasn't,  but  I 
don't  see  what  business  you've  got  interfering  with  my 
things,  and  it 's  what  I  never  did,  and  never  will,  put 
up  with  from  any  person  alive  !  " 

In  making  this  declaration  Mrs.  Tootsy  raises  her 
voice,  and  the  sound  of  it  brings  the  Girls  out  into  the 
passage. 

As  it  is  my  custom  to  avoid  personal  altercations  of 
any  kind  before  the  Girls,  I  deem  it,  at  this  point, 
politic  to  cut  the  argument  short  with  an  affable  smile, 
and  say,  "  Certainly,  Mrs.  Tootsy,  it 's  all  a  mistake, 
so  we  won't  say  any  more  about  it." 

Mrs.  Tootsy's  face  speaks  volumes,  but  she  happily 
remains  silent,  contenting  herself  by  tipping  up  the 
bottle,  and  forming  a  close  calculation  of  the  quantity 
missing. 

This  conduct  on  the  part  of  Tootsy  is,  I  must  own, 
anything  but  what  it  ought  to  be,  and  I  have  the 
strongest  possible  desire  to  then  and  there  order  her 
out  of  the  house.  But  how  can  I  do  so  without  enter- 
ing into  details — and  before  the  Girls  that  would  be 
impossible. 

Besides,  this  nurse  has  been  too  much  trouble  to  get,, 
for  us  to  part  lightly  with  her. 

The  only  thing,  then,  left  for  me  to  do  is,  for  the 
present,  to  curb  my  indignation  and  to  bide  my  time. 

Meanwhile  Tootsy's  behaviour  continues  to  be  try- 
ing. One  of  Tootsy's  rules — and  one  that  must  be 
broken  on  no  account — is,  that  Tootsy  shall  not  be 
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disturbed  at  her  meals.  Tootsy's  meals  are  four  per 
diem,  with  hot  meat  at  each  and  bottled  stout  at  two 
of  them,  and  between  whiles  at  irregular  periods. 


11 mint 

Tootsy's  meal-time. 

If  the  twins  have  convulsions  during  Tootsy's  meals, 
it  is  of  no  consequence.     She  is  not  to  be  disturbed. 

I  have  the  misfortune  to  leave  my  hat  and  gloves 
in  the  room  where  she  is  dining,  and  don't  dare  to  go 
in  and  fetch  them. 

Fortunately  I  am  unobserved,  so  there  is  less  loss 
of  dignity  about  it ;  but  I  sit  on  the  bench  in  the  hall 
three-quarters  of  an  hour,  waiting  till  Tootsy  has  quite 
done,  before  I  can  obtain  possession  of  my  property 
and  go  out  for  a  walk. 

In  her  treatment  of  the  twins,  Tootsy  is,  to  my 
thinking,  peculiar ;  but  as  I  am  informed,  upon  the 
best  authority  (Tootsy's  own),  that  she  is  a  woman  of 
great  experience,  I  am  afraid  to  make  a  suggestion. 
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I  can't  help  thinking,  however,  if  the  eldest  twin  is 
shaken  up  much  more,  something  will  be  displaced  in 
his  youthful  interior. 

Again,  although  I  own  the  twins'  noses  were  a  dis- 


Tootsy's  shake-up. 


appointment  to  me  when  I  first  saw  them — for  ours  is 
a  family  of  noses  with  some  character  about  them 
—I  have  doubts  respecting  the  moulding  process 
adopted  by  Tootsy. 

According  to  Tootsy,  you  may  put  any  shape  you 
like  upon  a  baby's  nose,  if  you  begin  early  enough, 
and  tweak  it  hard  and  often  enough  in  the  required 
direction.  If,  in  the  case  of  these  unhappy  twins, 
Tootsy  has  taken  the  handle  of  Aldgate  pump  as  her 
model,  I  think  the  noses  already  give  great  promise 
of  resemblance. 

But,  of  all  things  I  have  to  complain  of,  I  complain 
most  of  Tootsy's  want  of  respect. 

I  have  just  been  on  a  tour  of  inspection  in  the 

4 


50  1  he  Twopenny  Twins. 

nursery,  and  have  made  a  few  passing  remarks,  which 
have  been  received  with  snorts  of  defiance,  in  a  low 
but  determined  tone. 
I  am  now  taking  my  afternoon  constitutional,  and 
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observe  some  surprise  in  the  expression  of  persons 
whom  I  encounter. 

I  wonder  as  I  walk.  Then  presently  a  boy  makes 
an  unseemly  remark  in  the  rear  of  me.  I  turn  quickly, 
and  catch  a  glimpse  of  something  white  which  turns 
with  me.  I  turn  again  quickly,  and  the  white  thing 
turns  quicker. 

The  boy  laughs — other  people  laugh. 

I  get  very  hot  and  angry. 

The  mysterious  something  is  beyond  my  reach. 

I  make  a  wild  snatch  at  it  Good  heavens !  who 
has  dared 


The  Major  suffers  much.  5 1 


Gross  indignity. 

It  is  a  duster,  and  it  has  been  attached  to  my  coat- 
tail  by  a  pin ! 

As  I  occupy  a  position  directly  in  the  centre  of  the 
village  high  street,  endeavouring  to  get  hold  of  the 
confounded  pin's  head,  molten  fury  fills  my  breast. 

If  this  is  Tootsy's  work,  let  her  look  out. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

IN   WHICH   THE   MAJOR   SUFFERS   MUCH. 

I  HAVE  one  simple  question  to  ask.  Am  I — Major 
Penny — master  of  my  own  house,  or  am  I  not  master 
of  my  own  house  ? 

4 — 2 
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I  don't  know  that  there  is  any  particular  necessity 
for  me  to  pause  for  a  reply.  Rather  let  me  reply  my- 
self by  another  question.  If  I  am  not  master  of  my 
own  house,  who  the  deuce  is  ?  Probably — and,  at  any 
rate,  apparently — the  woman  Tootsy. 

Of  course,  I  acknowledge  that  it  was  an  absolute 
necessity  that  the  twins  should  have  a  proper  nurse, 
and  I  am  also  willing  to  admit  that  it  is  only  fair  that 
the  nurse  should  be  allowed,  to  a  great  extent,  full 
power  in  her  proper  sphere — the  nursery ;  but  there 
are  limits  to  everything,  even  Tootsy,  and  Tootsy  goes 
beyond  hers,  and  keeps  on  at  it. 

The  woman  Tootsy  pervades  the  entire  establish- 
ment. In  the  kitchen  a  perpetual  civil  war  rages  be- 
twixt her  and  the  cook,  the  partially  smothered  fury 
of  which  reaches  the  upstairs  rooms  in  gusts,  as  it 
were,  when  the  dining-room  door  opens  for  a  moment 
to  allow  of  the  passage  of  portions  of  our  dinner. 

The  woman  Tootsy,  cook  tells  me,  won't  leave  her 
saucepans  alone,  and  the  truth  of  this  statement  has 
already  been  twice  exemplified  by  the  substitution  at 
table  of  pap  for  bread  sauce. 

A  tendency  to  coddling  is  possibly  natural  enough 
in  a  nurse,  but  there  are,  on  an  average,  on  the  simmer 
four  saucepans,  two  jugs,  and  a  kettle  in  the  nursery 
alone,  besides  one  or  two  downstairs  in  the  kitchen. 

But  this  is  not  all.  When  the  woman  Tootsy  first 
came,  I  generously  bade  her  order  all  that  was  neces- 
sary of  our  chemist  and  grocer.  As  the  Girls  and  I 
had  not  the  remotest  notion  what  might  be  necessary, 
and  did  not  want  to  be  asked  conundrums  on  the  sub- 
ject, I  thought  that  that  was  the  wisest  course. 


The  Major  suffers  much. 


But  the  results  are  alarming.  When- 1  mention  that 
I  have,  during  a  casual  and  clandestine  glance  round, 
become,  for  the  first  time,  aware  of  the  existence  of 
two  kinds  of  Infant  Preservatives,  and  that  infants 
may  have  a  choice  of  food  made  by  Hard,  Neave, 
Nestle,  Ridge,  Savory  &  Moore,  and  about  half  a 
dozen  others,  and   that   the  Twopenny  Twins  have 


"  Can  this  be  good  for  twins?" 

alternate  tucks-out  at  all  of  them,  you  may  form  some 
idea  what  the  chemist  and  grocer's  bills  will  be  like 
this  quarter,  but  I  '11  be  hanged  if  I  can  ! 

And  you  may  add  to  the  packets  of  food,  boxes  of 
babies'  powders  innumerable,  and  everything  in  the 
way  of  soothing  syrups  and  elixirs  which  the  mind  of 
man  or  woman  ever  conceived,  or  the  stomach  of 
infancy  is  capable  of  containing. 

Gazing  on  these  regiments  of  boxes  and  bottles,  my 
£ye  alights  on  a  formidable  glass  jar,  on  which  the 
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words  Epsom  Salts,  in  imposing  capitals,  arrest  my 
attention,  and  I  own  I  am  staggered. 

I  do  not  profess  to  know  everything  about  babies, 
though  I  have  recently  read  up  the  subject  to  some 
considerable  extent.  But  I  protest  against  Epsom 
Salts  being  applied  —  and,  apparently,  in  gigantic 
doses — to  twins  of  so  tender  an  age. 


"It's  rather  strong 

How,  then,  shall  I  proceed  ?  At  this  moment  I 
cannnot  quite  decide,  and  I  hear  Tootsy's  step  upon 
the  stairs. 

My  first  inclination  is  to  heave  the  bottle  through 
the  open  window,  and  scatter  its  fragments  far  and 
wide ;  my  second,  to  escape  with  it  to  my  own  room, 
and  that  I  do.  Now  I  shall  have  time  to  settle  a 
course  of  action  for  the  future. 

2j<  S|C  5f£  2$;  SfC  3p 

I  have  always  looked  upon  Epsom  Salts  as  an  ad- 
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mirable  medicine,  and  it  is  one  which  I  have  been  in 
the  habit  of  taking  periodically  for  years  past ;  and 
that  reminds  me  I  am  at  present  out  of  salts.  There 
can  surely  be  no  great  harm 

5j£  >j£  ^  »t>  5f£  ?JJ 

These  are  stronger  salts  than  I  have  been  in  the 
habit  of  taking.  Possibly  they  are  Tootsy's  private 
and  particular,  and  being  in  the  trade,  as  it  were,  ehe 
may  have  opportunities  of  obtaining  her  own  private 
and  particular,  pure  and  unadulterated. — Bless  me ! 
what 's  that  ? 

The  gong  for  lunch.  I  had  no  idea  it  was  lunch- 
time,  or  I  should  not  have  taken  such  a  dose !  And 
we  've  liver  and  bacon,  too  ! — a  dish  to  which  I  don't 
mind  owning  I  am  remarkably  partial. 

We  are  at  lunch — the  Girls  and  I — Bathsheba  facing 
me,  Cassandra  on  my  right,  Ursula  on  my  left ;  the 
liver  and  bacon  occupying  the  centre  of  the  table. 
The  Girls  also  are  partial  to  the  dish.  They  would 
not  have  it  publicly  spread  about,  of  course ;  and  at 
the  dinner-table,  were  any  one  dining  with  us,  the 
thing  would  be  altogether  out  of  the  question ;  but 
here  and  now 

*  *  *  *  •+  * 

The  Girls  have  all  had  a  second  help.     I,  too,  am 

about Good  gracious  ! 

There  are  shrill  cries  upon  the  landing.  The  woman 

Tootsy's  voice  is  distinctly  audible.     She  says  some 

one  has  been  at  her  bottles,  and  has  taken  away  the 

oxalic  acid ! 

There  are  moments  in  which  we  are  said  to  live 
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years.  The  moment  I  occupy  looking  for  my  hat  is 
one  of  them. 

And  the  nearest  stomach-pump  is  at  the  doctor's,  a 
mile  off ! 

G-g-g-good  gracious ! 


"  Oh,  dear  !  oh,  dear  !  if  any  one  's  took  it ! " 

Promptitude  has  ever  been  one  of  my  most  striking 
characteristics.  I  have  shown  it  on  the  field  of  battle, 
and  I  show  it  now. 

The  Girls  scream  in  chorus,  "  For  mercy's  sake,  say 
what  has  happened  ! "  But  I  have  no  time  for  ex- 
planations.   What  I  have  got  to  do  is  to  run ! 

I  run  like  mad !  I  drop  my  hat.  I  have  not  time 
to  pick  it  up.  The  oxalic  acid  is  commingling  in  a 
lively  fashion  with  the  liver  and  bacon,  and  the  effects 
are  terrible. 

I  accomplish  half  the  distance,  and  am  on  the  point 
of  sinking  to  the  earth,  when  I  descry  the  doctor  in  his 
gig,  and  hail  him  frantically. 


The  Major  suffers  miich. 
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5JC  7£  ?fS  5j<  ij<  5J> 

I  have  now  been  an  inmate  of  the  doctor's  house 
for  over  an  hour,  and  have  taken  strong  emetics,  and 
otherwise  have  had  a  time  of  it.  The  doctor  is  now 
going  to  bring  what  remains  of  me  home  in  his  gig. 

^  %  >]'■  ^  H<  ={c 

On  the  doorstep  an  excited  group.  The  Girls  ! 
They  seem  delighted  about  something.  Bathsheba 
exclaims,  "  It 's  all  right !  It  was  a  false  alarm.  Mrs. 
Tootsy  has  found  the  oxalic  acid  bottle  in  her  cup- 
board, and  nobody  is  a  bit  the  worse !  " 

This  is  almost  a  joke  in  its  way.  But  it  might 
make  me  look  ridiculous  before  the  Girls  if  they 
knew  what  I  had  gone  through. 

I  must  beg  of  the  doctor  not  to  tell. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

IN  WHICH   THE  MAJOR  TRIES  THE  SOOTHING 

SYSTEM. 

As  from  the  circumstance  of  my  not  having  previ= 
ously  referred  to  Dawkins  you  may  possibly  be  un- 
aware that  there  is  a  Dawkins  in  my  establishment,  I 
hasten  to  make  a  statement. 

There  is  no  doubt  whatever  as  to  Dawkins's  exist- 
ence, and  if  you  lived  in  the  same  house,  she  would 
let  you  know  it. 


Dawkins. 

Dawkins  officiates  as  cook  in  my  establishment, 
and  she  fills  up  her  spare  time  as  chambermaid  and 
parlourmaid,  as  we  only  keep  one  servant.  Dawkins's 
culinary  feats  are  marvellous,  though  not  in  the  sense 
you  might  suppose ;   and  what  is  more   marvellous 
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still  is  the  way  in  which  the  Girls  and  I  have  put  up 
with  them  for  years. 

The  impression  upon  the  Girls'  minds  and  mine  is, 
that  if  Dawkins  were  to  desert  us,  chaos  would  ensue 
as  a  matter  of  course,  and  Dawkins  seems  to  share 
this  opinion. 

It  is,  therefore,  Dawkins's  habit  periodically  to 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  she  has  been  too  long  in 
the  place,  and  that  a  change  would  be  desirable ;  and 
it  is  then  our  habit  to  conciliate  her  to  the  utmost  in 
our  power,  and  beg  she  won't  think  of  it,  to  which  at 
length  she  consents  somewhat  reluctantly,  and  we 
breathe  again. 

Dawkins  having  been  with  us  a  good  long  while, 
now  knows  our  ways  ;  and  this  may  also  be  said  of  us 
with  respect  to  Dawkins's  ways  ;  and  we  take  parti- 
cular care  not  to  put  her  out  of  any  of  her  ways, 
because,  when  she  is  put  out,  terrible  things  occur  to 
the  food. 

When  the  Twins  calamity  first  occured  to  us,  Daw- 
kins had  to  be  conciliated  like  anything,  but  she  has 
never  yet  got  quite  straight  again.  She  was  very 
nearly  getting  straight  when  Tootsy  happened,  but 
now  it 's  awful. 

I  take  it  Tootsy,  hitherto,  has  been  pretty  well  in 
the  habit  of  having  it  all  her  own  way  wherever  she 
has  been ;  but  in  Dawkins  Tootsy  has  caught  a  Tartar, 
and  war  is  waged  and  things  broken  ail  day  long. 

The  one  aim  and  end  of  Tootsy's  existence,  accord- 
ing to  Dawkins,  is  to  "mess  up"  basins;  whilst,  ac- 
cording to  Tootsy,  the  one  aim  and  end  of  Dawkins's 
is  to  chuck  Tootsy's  twin  preparations  in  the  dust-hole. 
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-  Whilst  engaged  with  my  private  correspondence  in 
my  study,  I  require  silence.  My  correspondence  is 
somewhat  one-sided,  being  chiefly  devoted  to  the  com- 
position of  letters  to  the  "  Times,"  of  which  I  retain 
copies  to  be  sent  again,  if — as  is,  I  may  say,  invariably 
the  case — the  first  one  is  not  put  in,  or  to  be  addressed 
to  the  editor  of  our  local  journal,  who,  though  kept 
comparatively  in  the  background  by  the  exercise  of 
hatred  and  malice,  appears  to  me  to  possess  powers 
of  appreciation,  conspicuous  by  their  absence  in  other 
quarters. 

The  silence  necessary  for  the  exercise  of  the  higher 
mental  faculties  called  forth  by  this  correspondence 
is,  however,  since  the  twins  and  Tootsy,  almost  wholly 
denied  me.  The  fact  of  the  room  above  being  the 
twins'  dormitory  may  account  for  the  perpetual  rock- 
ing of  the  cradle  at  such  times  as  Tootsy  is  not  en- 
gaged in  pacing  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  apart- 
ment like  a  wild  beast  in  its  cage,  or  at  such  other 
times  as  the  twins,  during  Tootsy's  absence  (probably 
to  mess  up  basins  in  the  kitchen),  are  not  on  full  cry. 

Giving  up  the  study  as  the  very  last  place  in  the 
world  suitable  to  study  in,  I  take  my  pen  and  ink  and 
paper  into  the  drawing-room,  and  request  the  Girls,  as 
a  particular  favour,  to  leave  off  chatting  whilst  I  am  at 
work. 

The  Girls  subsiding  into  faint  whispers,  I  dip  my 
pen  in  the  ink,  and  become  suddenly  conscious  of  the 
existence  of  partially  smothered  ferocity  in  the  lower 
regions,  accompanied  by  damage  done  to  plates  and 
dishes. 

Really,  this  is  not  to  be  borne ! 
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I  throw  down  my  pen,  rush  into  the  passage,  and 
summon  Dawkins. 

"  Dawkins,"  I  say,  "  I  want  to  speak  to  you." 
"  I  want  to  speak' to  you,  too,"  says  Dawkins.     "  I 
should  like  to  leave  this  house,  if  you  have  no  objec- 
tion." 


Soothing  Dawkins. 

This  is  rather  a  staggerer,  so  I  think  it  advisable  to 
soothe  Dawkins. 

I  say,  "  Dawkins,  what  have  you  to  complain  of  ? " 

"What!"  shrieks  Dawkins,  "what!  Why,  every- 
thing— particular  that  Tootsy !  " 

I  think  Dawkins  requires  more  soothing  on  a  diffe- 
rent plan.  I  therefore  invite  her  into  my  study,  and 
impress  upon  her  that  although  it  is  not  advisable  to 
let  Tootsy  hear  what  we  think  of  her  just  yet  awhile, 
I  myself  think  very  little  of  her  indeed,  and,  what  is 
more,  do  not  intend  to  put  up  with  her  nonsense  much 
longer.  These  sentiments  would  appear  to  afford 
some  satisfaction  to  Dawkins,  and  she  retreats  to  the 
lower  regions  with  a  significant  wink. 
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A  minute  afterwards  Tootsy  taps  at  the  door  and 
says,  "  You  '11  excuse  me,  sir,  but  this  can't  go  on." 
I  say,  "  What  can't,  Mrs.  Tootsy  ? " 
She  says,  "  That  woman's  owdaciousness." 
Of  course  I  know  she  means  Dawkins,  but  as  I  am 
not  positive  Dawkins  is  not  listening  at  the  moment,, 
I  content  myself  with  a  mysterious  nod. 


Soothing  Toots}'. 


This,  however,  is  not  enough  for  Tootsy.  She  raises 
her  voice,  and  says  she  can't  stand  it,  and,  what  is 
more,  she  won't ! 

I  assure  her,  in  a  whisper,  that  there  is  no  occasion, 
as  it  won't  last  long.  i 

This  is  diplomatic.  I  don't  tell  her  that  it  is  she 
who  is  likely  to  be  the  first  to  go. 

But  she  won't  have  diplomacy.  She  says,  "  Either 
that  woman  leaves,  or  I  do." 

To  which  I  say,  "  Certainly." 

To  which  she  says,  "  Which  is  it  to  be,  then  ?  " 
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To  which  I  say,  "  Why  need  you  ask,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Tootsy  ? " 

To  which  she  says,  "  I  want  a  straightforward  an- 
swer." 

I  am  on  the  point  of  giving  an  answer,  which  is  to 
be  as  straightforward  as  possible  under  the  circum- 
stances, when  the  door  flies  wide  open,  and  Dawkins 
enters  with  clenched  fists. 

There  will  be  some  unpleasantness,  I  expect. 


CHAPTER  XL 

IN  "WHICH   THE   SOOTHING  SYSTEM   FAILS. 

When  I  said  there  would  be  unpleasantness,  I  was 
right. 

There  has  been.  Nay,  there  is  still.  I  find  myself 
at  this  moment  occupying  a  position  somewhat  analo- 
gous to  that  of  a  railway  buffer  in  a  case  of  collision, 
and  I  have  not  only  to  meet  the  arguments  adduced 
with  calmness  and  composure,  but  at  the  same  time 
to  keep  my  legs. 

The  difficulty  of  so  doing,  as  both  Dawkins  and 
Tootsy  are  what  may  be  termed  substantial  women, 
with  a  tendency  to  bounce,  is  extreme,  and  I  find  my- 
self in  the  middle  of  conciliatory  observations  with  my 
boots  in  the  air,  and  my  body  at  angles  not  easily  re- 
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concilable  with  the  proper  maintenance  of  equilibrium. 
I  also  bump  my  head  rather  sharply  against  the,  wall. 
The  substance  of  the  argument  put  forward,  at  the 
top  of  Dawkins's  voice,  is,  that  she  sees  this  is  no 
longer  the  house  for  her ;  whilst  the  conclusion  arrived 
at  by  Tootsy,  at  the  top  of  her  voice,  is,  that  no  power 


Soothing  everybody. 

on  earth  would  induce  her  to  remain  another  moment 
beneath  my  roof.  There  are  also  casual  allusions  to  the 
deceitfulness  of  double-faced  deceivers,  and  to  a  pack 
of  meddlesome  Molly-coddles,  which  I  pass  over  as 
unworthy  of  serious  consideration. 

By  this  time  the  Girls  have  gathered  around,  and 
Bathsheba  exclaims,  "Brother!  how  dare  those  women 
talk  to  you  like  that  ? " 

This  is  an  unfortunate  remark  on  the  part  of  Bath- 
sheba, as  Tootsy  and  Dawkins  immediately  turn  round 
upon  her  and  indignantly  demand  whom  she  means 
by  women. 
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Cassandra  here  says,  "  How  dare  you  talk  to  your 
master  in  such  a  way  ?  You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of 
yourselves ! " 

This  is  also  rather  an  unfortunate  remark  on,  the 
part  of  Cassandra,  as  it  is  immediately  met  with  an 
observation  to  the  effect  that  the  master  in  question 
would  be  all  the  better  for  a  lot  more  talking  to,  and 
a  precious  good  shaking  as  well. 

On  this,  Ursula,  carried  away  by  very  natural  in- 
dignation, says,  "  Brother,  turn  them  both  out  of  the 
house  this  very  moment !  " 

Probably,  on  the  whole,  this  is  the  most  unfortunate 
remark  of  all  three. 

*  h<  *  *  *  * 

Dawkins  and  Tootsy  are  no  longer  beneath  my 
roof.  It  is  not  absolutely  necessary  to  go  into  details. 
There  may,  or  may  not,  have  been  a  certain  amount 
of  unseemliness,  accompanied  by  loss  of  dignity.  In 
such  cases  there  usually  is. 

One  thing  is  certain,  they  are  both  gone.  Gone, 
never  to  return. 

After  the  excitement  of  the  events  that  have  just 
transpired,  naturally  succeeds  a  period  of  comparative 
reaction,  in  which  the  idea  occurs  to  somebody  that  a 
new  nurse  will  have  to  be  found  for  those  twins,  and 
that  (they  are  both  on  full  pipe  at  this  moment)  pretty 
sharply. 

Another  idea  occurs  to  somebody  else  immediately 
afterwards  that  it  was  rather  awkward  Dawkins  should 
have  left  to-day,  as  we  expect  company  to  dinner. 

On  this  I  say,  "We  must  all  put  our  shoulders  to 
the  wheel." 

5 


66  The  Twopenny  Twins. 

"  What ! "  says  Bathsheba,  "  before  we  roast  it  ? " 

The  company  has  come.     The  company  is  Pincher 

—Captain  Pincher,  my  old  companion  in  arms — and 

a  man  whom  any  other  man  might  be  proud  to  know. 

I  have  no  hesitation  in  saying  that  I  am  proud  to 


Pincher. 

know  Pincher,  and  I  look  upon  it  as  an  honour  to  my 
mahogany  for  Pincher  to  put  his  legs  under  it.  I  have 
frequently  said  as  much  to  the  Girls. 

As  to  what  the  Girls  have  said  in  reply,  that  is  im- 
material. In  questions  of  suitability  as  regards  men, 
I  have  observed  that  the  judgment  of  girls  is  not  re- 
liable. Therefore— though  I  have  reason  to  believe 
that  the  Girls  do  not  value  Pincher's  society  as  much 
as  they  should  do — I  am  thoroughly  determined  that 
there  shall  be  no  more  misalliances  in  our  family,  and 
that  if  any  one  of  the  Girls  wants  to  get  married,  now 
is  the  time  and  here  is  the  man  ! 
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We  are  at  table.  The  meal  has  been  prepared.  We 
have  prepared  it.  I  myself  have  read  the  directions 
for  roasting  veal  from  the  cookery  book,  and  the  Girls 
have  acted  under  my  instructions.  I  feel  proud  of  the 
way  in  which  this  veal  has  been  roasted,  and  my  pride 
culminates  in  the  happy  blending  of  the  ingredients 
with  which  it  has,  been  stuffed,  and  which,  even  tasted 
raw,  though  suety  in  parts,  is,  on  the  whole,  a  combi- 
nation of  unusual  merit. 

It  is  extraordinary  how  careless  an  ordinary  cook  is 
in  the  matter  of  ingredients.  A  search  of  the  hitherto 
sacred  precincts  ruled  over  by  Dawkins  has  resulted 
in  the  discovery  that  we  are  out  of  almost  everything 
requisite  for  veal  stuffing;  and,  mark  my  words,  if 
Dawkins  had  still  been  here,  the  stuffing  would  have 
been  made  without  them.  As  it  is,  they  are*  not 
omitted.  They  have  been  fetched — some  of  them  a 
considerable  distance.  We  are  all  of  us  rather  knocked 
up  by  the  time  the  roast  veal  is  ready,  but  we  are 
proud  of  what  we  have  done. 

Pincher  is  here,  as,  I  think,  I  have  already  observed, 
and  I  get  him  artfully  on  to  the  subject  of  his  favourite 
joints,  and  next  throw  in  roast  veal  in  a  loose  and 
careless  kind  of  way.  On  which  Pincher,  apparently 
not  seeing  my  drift,  says  candidly  he  prefers  any  other 
joint.  This  is  awkward ;  and  there  is  no  time  Lo  cook 
anything  else. 

I  therefore  break  it  to  Pincher,  that  when  he  sees 
the  veal  he  sees  his  dinner  ;  at  which  he  says,  with 
some  confusion,  that  when  he  said  he  did  not  care  for 
roast  veal,  he  meant  because  it  was  generally  served 
up  underdone. 
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On  this  I  smile  a  smile  of  triumph,  and  cut  a  slice. 

It  is  rather  pinkish  inside,  but  that  will  do  for  the 

Girls  and  me. 

By  the  way,  it  is  rather  odd,  but  I  never  before  ob- 
served a  tendency  on  the  part  of  Pincher  to  tell  tedious 
tales.  He  has  been  at  it  all  dinner-time,  and  he  is  at 
it  now.  In  consequence  of  an  accident  to  the  jam 
roley-poley,  one  of  the  Girls  is  detained  a  good  while 
downstairs,  and  another  Girl  goes  after  her  to  see  what 
is  the  matter,  and  then,  as  neither  return,  the  third 
Girl  goes ;  and  then  Pincher,  who  has  in  turn  fixed 
each  with  his  eye  as  he  has  gone  on  with  one  of  his 
confoundedly  long-winded  narratives,  wheels  sharply 
round  and  fixes  me,  and  goes  on  still. 

And  at  this  moment  I  hear  the  twins  upstairs  begin 
to  howl  with  all  their  might  and  main. 

I  can't  stand  this.  I  cut  Pincher  short,  and  go  to 
see  to  the  twins  myself. 


The  Major  :  his  agony. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

IN   WHICH   THE  MAJOR  MAKES   THE  ACQUAINTANCE 
OF  SOME  CHARMING  GIRLS. 

It  is  extraordinary  how  many  times  I  have  been 
compelled  to  point  out  to  the  Girls — kindly  yet  firmly 
— that  I,  Major  Penny,  might  as  well  be  consulted 
upon  questions  of  moment  relating  to  the  domestic 
economy  of  the  home  circle. 

It  is  extraordinary  how  often  I  have  had  to  mention 
this  fact,  and  it  is  even  more  extraordinary  what  a  little 
notice  has  been  taken  of  the  fact  when  mentioned. 

Take  the  case  of  Tootsy.  Was  I,  or  was  I  not, 
consulted  relative  to  the  engagement  of  Tootsy  ?  No. 
Has  that  engagement,  or  has  not  that  engagement, 
proved  a  failure  ?  and  have  not  unseemly  brawls 
resulted  therefrom  ? 

Certainly. 

Very  well,  then. 

"Very  well,  then,  Major,"  (I  am  usually  thus  adj 
dressed  by  the  Girls),  "  why  don't  you  go  and  try  and 
find  a  new  nurse  yourself,  and  see  how  you  like  it  ? " 

As  may  have  been  noticed,  I  am  a  man  of  few  words, 
and  on  this  occasion  I  use  none.  I  rise  from  the 
breakfast-table,  on  the  contrary,  with  a  quiet  smile, 
and  go  in  search  of  my  shoes  in  the  passage. 

As  we  are  quite  out  of  servants  just  now,  I  find  that 
my  shoes  want  cleaning,  but  I  am  too  proud-spirited 
to  mention  it ;  so  I  do  what  I  can  in  the  privacy  of 
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my  study  with  the  lower  part  of  one  of  the  window- 
curtains,  and  put  the  shoes  on  afterwards  with  the  aid 
of  a  paper-knife  and  pocket-handkerchief,  in  conse- 
quence of  the  shoe-horn  not  being  forthcoming,  and 
my  being  still  too  proud-spirited  to  ask  whether 
anybody  has  seen  it. 

Having  put  my  shoes  on,  I  put  on  my  hat  and 
gloves,  and,  with  the  same  quiet  smile,  descend  the 
steps,  cross  the  garden,  and  go  forth  on  to  the  high 
road. 

I  feel  certain  that  the  Girls  are  dying  to  know  where 
I  am  going  to,  and  are  peeping  at  me  from  places  of 
concealment;  but  I  take  no  notice  of  them,  and  pursue 
my  way.  > 

The  corner  of  the  road  turned,  it  occurs  to  me  that 
I  am  not  quite  certain  which  way  mine  is,  and  what  I 
mean  to  do.  But  this  is  not  a  moment  for  hesitation. 
I  have,  as  it  were,  tacitly  pledged  myself  to  find  a  new 
nurse,  and  a  new  nurse  I  must  find,  or  my  position  as 
head  of  our  family  circle  is  in  jeopardy.  Also,  that 
nurse  must  be  an  improvement  on  Tootsy,  or  I  am 
nowhere. 

As  may  possibly  have  been  gleaned  from  remarks 
already  made,  there  is  a  certain  straggliness  about 
our  neighbourhood  that  necessitates  a  considerable 
amount  of  pedestrian  exercise  if  one  would  commune 
with  one's  kind. 

There  are  long  straight  roads  going  up  the  sides  of 
steep  hills,  and  other  long  straight  roads  on  the  other 
side  going  down  the  hills,  with  about  one  house  on 
either  side. 

There  is  the  parish  church  all  by  itself,  with  the 
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parson's  house  and  the  clerk's  cottage  quite  half  a 
mile  away  from  it,  but  yet  so  much  nearer  to  it  than 
anybody  else's  house,  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  much 
if  the  two  officials  have  occasionally  had  the  church 
all  to  themselves  when  the  weather  has  been  bad. 

Added  to  the  isolation  of  our  dwelling-places  is  a 
strict  exclusiveness,  which  causes  nobody  to  be  on 
visiting  terms  with  anyone  else,  and  courtships  among 


Rosabel's  Sisters. 


neighbouring  gentility  are  never  heard  of.  The  Girls 
have  noticed  this  particularly. 

Among  the  native  lower  orders  there  is,  of  course, 
some  difference.  They  do  not,  as  well  as  I  can  under- 
stand, marry  with  precipitation,  but  they  have  enor- 
mous families  when  married.  Why  should  not  a 
member  of  one  of  these  families  take  charge  of  the 
twins  ? 

In  the  distance  I  observe  a  cottage  which  I  know  to 
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be  densely  populated,  and  I  approach  and  inquire. 
No  ;  there  's  nursing  enough  to  be  done  at  home  with- 
out going  to  look  for  it.  I  try  another  tightly-packed 
cottage  with  the  same  result,  and  walk  away  into  space 
up  a  deuce  of  a  hill. 

I  am  awfully  tired,  but  am  too  proud-spirited  to 
give  in.  A  third  cottage  meets  my  view,  or  rather,  a 
small  villa  residence,  semi-detached,  and  I  determine 


"Yes,  ma!" 


to  ask  an  amiable  middle-aged  lady  sitting  in  the  front 
garden  whether  she  knows  of  any  unemployed  nurse 
in  the  neighbourhood. 

The  middle-aged  lady  is  as  amiable  as  she  looks. 
She  says,  "  Bless  me  !  where  are  my  girls,  I  wonder  ?  " 
Then  calls  "  Beatrix  !  Maud  !  Aurora  !  " 

To  this,  three  musical  young  voices  respond,  "  Yes, 
ma  I     What  is  it  ?  " 
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"  My  loves,"  says  the  elderly  lady,  "  come  here,  I 
beg  of  you." 

And  then  there  is  a  gentle  rustle  of  skirts  and  a 
pattering  of  brass-tipped  heels,  and  three  graceful 
young  creatures  appear  upon  the  steps,  and  listen  to 
the  elderly  lady's  version  of  my  request. 


Rosabel. 


"  Oh,  ma !  "  exclaims  one  of  them,  "  it  is  the  very 
thing  for  Rosabel." 

And  then  all  three  cry  "  Rosabel ! "  in  chorus,  and 
Rosabel,  who  is,  to  my  thinking,  the  nicest  of  the  four, 
comes  tripping  out,  and  entwines  herself  with  her  sis- 
ters, who  are  already  entwined  beneath  the  honey- 
suckle over  the  doorway. 

"And  is  this  Rosabel  ? "  I  murmur,  as  I  beckon  to 
her  to  approach  and  pat  her  on  the  head,  "  and  would 
she  be  equal  to  twins  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  am  sure  she  would,"  cry  Beatrix,  Maud, 
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and  Aurora,  in  musical  chorus  ;  "  wouldn't  you,  Rosa- 
bel, dearest  ? " 

This  is  very  nice.     This  is  really  very  nice  indeed  ! 

I  wonder  what  the  Girls  at  home  will  say  now  ? 

"And  the  other — young  ladies,"  I  say  with  hesita- 
tion (I  can  hardly  speak  of  them  otherwise  than  as 
young  ladies),  "what  do  they  do  ?  " 

"  Beatrix  wishes  to  go  out  as  parlourmaid,"  says 
the  elderly  lady,  "  Maud  as  housemaid,  and  Aurora  as 
cook." 

If  I  were  to  engage  all  of  them  ! 

Stop  a  bit,  though  !  What  will  the  Girls  at  home 
say  if  I  do  ? 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

IN  WHICH   THE   MAJOR  HAS  DOUBTS. 

In  a  general  way,  I  am  not  in  the  habit  of  consult- 
ing the  Girls,  except,  perhaps,  at  meal-times,  when 
asking  them  whether  they  will  take  another  help. 

Hitherto,  as  Comptroller  of  our  Home  Circle,  I 
have  reason  to  believe  I.  have  performed  the  duties 
devolving  on  me  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  concerned, 
with,  possibly,  the  exception  of  the  Butcher  and  Baker, 
the  Grocers,  Green  and  Family,  the  Milkman  and  the 
Washerwoman,  whose  accounts,  I  am  proud  to  say,  I 
am  in  the  habit  of  auditing  with  a  scrupulous  atten- 
tion to  details. 

Upon  those  occasions  when  I  have  thought  it  neces- 
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sary  to  make  any  alteration  in  Our  domestic  arrange- 
ments— for  instance,  -to  buy  new  carpets,  or  have  the 
ceilings  whitewashed — I  have  found  it  as  well  to  men- 
tion, casually,  what  was  my  intention,  but  that  was 
all.  In  the  case  of  Tootsy,  my  directions  had  simply 
been,  "  Find  a  suitable  person  ;  "  and  it  was,  perhaps, 
unreasonable  on  my  part,  as  we  were  pressed  for 
time,  to  expect  the  Girls  to  trot  out  samples  of  the 
Tootsy  tribe  for  me  to  select  from,  the  more  so  as 
probably  the  one  sample  they  got  was  the  only  one 
getable. 

Very  well,  then !  In  this  instance  it  is  I  who  have 
gone  forth  in  search  of  a  nurse,  and  my  success  has 
been  triumphant. 

I  have  got  a  nurse,  and  more  than  that,  I  have  got  a 
cook.  Not  the  ordinary  nurse  and  cook  usually  found 
in  the  dwellings  of  the  respectable  middle  classes,  but 
two  born  ladies,  willing  to  engage  themselves  in  my 
service  as  Lady  Helps ! 

Could  anything  more  satisfactory  possibly  have 
happened  ?  And  yet  it  is  a  most  extraordinary  thing 
— I  have  some  doubts  whether  the  Girls  at  home 
will  altogether  apprpve  of  Rosabel  and  Aurora. 

We  are,  by  the  way,  not  to  call  them  by  those 
sweet  names — at  least,  not  yet  awhile — until  we  are 
on  a  more  friendly  footing.  Their  name  is  Mont- 
gomery, and  when  we  want  anything,  we  must  either 
put  it  somehow  this  way,  "I  beg  your  pardon,  Miss 
Aurora  Montgomery,  but,  labouring  under  the  impres- 
sion that  you  have  inadvertently  overlooked  the  re- 
plenishment of  the- mustard-pot,  I  should  deem  it  a 
favour  were  you  to  mix  a  little  in  an  egg-cup,  and 
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bring  it  up  as  soon  as  convenient," — or  go  down  and 
mix  the  mustard  yourself. 

The  question  is,  will  the  Girls  fall  into  this  new 
style,  which,  it  must  be  allowed,  when  compared  to 
talks  with  the  late  Dawkins,  necessitates  the  employ- 
ment of  a  syllable  or  two  extra  ? 

Yet,  why  should  they  object  ?  Confound  it  all !  I 
really  cannot  see  why  on  earth  they  should  object ; 
and,  what 's  more 

There  they  all  are  at  the  door. 

Ahem! 

You  may  have  noticed,  perhaps,  that,  as  a  rule,  you 
feel  more  resolute  when  you  press  your  hat  down 
firmly,  and  keep  your  elbows  close  into  your  sides,  at 
the  same  time  straightening  your  knees  and  throwing 
the  greater  part  of  your  weight  on  to  the  heel.  It  is 
also  a  good  plan  to  hum  a  martial  air,  if  one  comes 
handy. 

There  is  deep  solicitude  depicted  on  the  visages  of 
the  Girls,  and  they  say  "  Well  ? "  in  chorus  as  I  ap- 
proach. 

I  am  not  exactly  clear  why  I  say  so,  but  I  do  say, 
"Well,  what?" 

"  About  the  nurse,"  cry  the  Girls,  still  in  chorus. 

"  Oh,"  I  respond  carelessly,  as  I  hang  my  hat  up, 
"  that 's  all  right,  and — a  new  cook,  too." 

Now  I  come  to  think  of  it,  is  it  all  right,  though  ? 
It  really  was  a  maid-of-all-work  we  wanted,  not  a 
cook  only.  Certainly,  there  are  Beatrix  and  Maud, 
who  desire  places  as  housemaid  and  parlourmaid,  but 
should  I  be  justified  in  increasing  our  establishment 
at  this  rate,  and  what  would  the  Girls 
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I  can't  understand  the  Girls.  They  seem  so  awfully 
delighted  I  have  been  successful. 

"A  nice  quiet  motherly  person,  this  nurse  is,  I  am 
sure  ? "  says  Cassandra. 

"  One  who  has  had  a  large  family  of  her  own,  and 
thoroughly  understands  what 's  wanted  by  a  family — 
when  young  ?  "  says  Bathsheba. 

Good  gracious  !     If  Rosabel  only  heard  that ! 

"And  the  cook,"  cries  Ursula,  "she  is  sober,  of 
course  ? " 

Rather  more  good  graciouser  !  If  Aurora  did  hap- 
pen to  be  listening  at  the  keyhole  ! 

This  is  an  evening  in  which  strategy  has  to  be 
mingled  with  what  I  might  almost  feel  inclined  to 
denominate  confounded  whackers  ;  and  when,  after  I 
have  read  prayers,  the  hour  of  retiring  to  rest  ap- 
proaches, I  take  up  my  fiat  candlestick  oppressed  by 
the  consciousness  of  a  truth  which  will  take  a  goodish 
bit  of  breaking  presently. 

****** 

Next  morning,  returning  from  a  constitutional,  I 
■find  the  Girls  once  more  assembled  on  the  door-step. 
This  time,  evidently,  events  of  a  surprising  nature 
have  occurred. 

Ursula  trips  down  to  the  garden  gate  and  breaks 
it  to  me. 

"  Oh,  Major,  what  a  while  you  have  been,  and  two 
ladies  have  been  waiting  for  you  in  the  drawing-room 
almost  ever  since  you  have  been  gone  !  " 

This  somehow  comes  rather  suddenly  on  me,  for  I 
feel  certain  I  know  who  the  two  ladies  are.  Certainly, 
before  this,  I  ought  to  have  been  prepared  with  an  ex- 
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planation ;  and  so,  indeed,  I  have  been,  only  I  forget 
it  again  just  at  this  moment.     However,  here  goes  ! 

As  I  thought,  Aurora  and  Rosabel !  And  now  to 
introduce  them  to  the  Girls.  Aurora  and  Rosabel 
have  risen  from  their  seats,  graceful,  dignified,  calm. 
Bathsheba,  Cassandra,  and  Ursula  regard  them  with  an 
expression  which  is  not  absolutely  enthusiastic. 

It  is  for  me  to  speak. 

Now  for  it ! 


CHAPTER  XIV 

IN   WHICH  THE  YOUNG  LADIES  CARRY  ALL  BEFORE 

THEM. 

I  have  done  it. 

It  is  over. 

When  I  get  a  little  bit  cooler,  I  will  endeavour  to 
call  to  mind  the  exact  particulars,  but  at  present  I 
hardly  feel  equal  to  a  mental  effort  on  so  large  a  scale. 

Yet  it  is  positively  preposterous  that  I  (Major 
Penny — I  fancy  I  have  mentioned  my  name  once  be- 
fore) should  find  myself  wanting  in  words — nay,  abso- 
lutely almost  tongue-tied  —  respecting  trifles  wholly 
unworthy  of  serious  consideration.  Nevertheless,  I 
am  not  sorry  it  is  all  over,  and  that  the  Girls  clearly 
understand  that  Rosabel  and  Aurora  are  our  new  nurse 
and  cook.  I  confess  I  do  not  quite  understand  what 
the  Girls'  private  sentiments  are  upon  the  subject,  in 
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consequence  of  their  having  hitherto  maintained  a 
silence  which  can  only  be  described  as  ice-bound. 

I,  on  the  other  hand,  having  recovered  myself  a 
little,  am,  if  possible,  verging  on  the  other  extreme, 
and  am  excessively  voluble. 

I  casually  remark,  "You  will  find,  I  fear,  Miss 
Aurora  Montgomery,  that  the  culinary  arrangements 
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in  the  lower  story  are  wanting  in  completeness,  as  the 
last  cook — I  mean  the  person  who  officiated  below — 
had  a  habit  of  burning  the  bottoms  out  of  things. 
Cassandra,  however,  will  show  you  everything.  Or," 
I  add,  observing  that  in  Cassandra's  expression  there 
is  no  indication  of  a  probability  of  her  doing  anything 
of  the  kind,  "  I  will." 

****** 
It  is  very  strange  how  the  breeding  ®f  the  True 
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Lady  manifests  itself  in  trifling  details.  Nothing 
could  be  more  urbane  than  the  deportment  of  the 
Misses  Montgomery,  and  they  even  carry  their  high- 
bred dissimulation  of  unconsciousness  with  respect  to 
what  I  might  almost  denominate  as  the  defiant  snorti- 
ness  of  the  Girls  to  the  extent  that  they  seem  to  be 
patronizing  the  Girls,  and  the  Girls  don't  seem  to  like 
it. 

However,  we  shall  see  what  we  shall  see  ! 
****** 

We  have !  I  never  remember  to  have  sat  down  to 
a  more  perfectly  served  dinner.  It  is  true  that  the 
pike  de  resistance  happens  to  be  the  cold  roast  beef 
left  over  from  yesterday,  with  entrees  of  mashed  pota- 
toes and  mixed  pickles,  but  it  is  the  style  in  which  the 
things  are  placed  upon  the  table  that  I  look  at. 

Bathsheba's  mood  is  still  unpropitjous.  She  says,  "I 
like  my  potatoes  cooked  with  salt." 


CHAPTER  XV. 

IN  WHICH   SOMETHING  IS   KNOCKED   DOWN  TO 
THE  MAJOR. 

'T  is  occasionally  a  pleasant  change  to  stroll  at  even- 
tide up  the  high  road.  As  a  rule  there  is  but  little 
excitement ;  but  this  evening  there  is  a  sale  at  the 
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Auctioneer's,  and  I  drop  in  and  look  round.  I  have 
no  intention  of  buying  anything.  I  have  frequently 
dropped  in  before  with  the  same  intention,  or  rather 
want  of  intention,  but  I  have  found  it  to  be  an  agree- 
able way  of  wiling  away  a  spare  half-hour. 

At  the  auction-room  there  is  generally  a  gathering 
of  the  neighbouring  gentry,  who  drop  in  to  look  at  the 
effects  of  those  among  their  neighbours  who  are  being 
sold  up,  and  derive  a  kind  of  melancholy  pleasure  from 
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the  contemplation  of  other  people's  household  gods 
going  off  dirt  cheap. 

The  population  of  these  parts  not  being  numerous, 
these  sales  do  not  occur  often  enough  to  grow  com- 
mon, and  the  excitement  they  offer  is  ever  welcome. 
This  evening  the  room  is  more  than  usually  well  at- 
tended, and  I  enter  and  nod  smilingly  to  the  right  and 
to  the  left,  and  neighbours  on  the  right  and  left  nod 
back  at  me. 

The  furniture  being  sold  this  evening  belonged  to  a 
purse-proud  parvenu,  who  came  and  settled  down  here 
the  winter  before  last,  and  was  extremely  supercilious 
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in  his  tone  towards  the  neighbouring  gentry.  Things, 
however,  went  wrong  with  the  purse-proud  parvenu's 
business  in  the  City,  and  we  have  now  the  satisfaction 
of  seeing  him  sold  up.  A  Butcher  and  a  Grocer  whom 
he  let  in  rather  stiffly  watch  the  prices  things  fetch 
with  a  certain  amount  of  eagerness. 

I  am  really  glad  I  did  not  miss  the  sale  this  even- 
ing. I  have  reason  to  believe  that  my  presence  is  looked 
forward  to  at  any  assembly  of  a  public  character  in 
the  neighbourhood ;  and  though  I  am  not  quite  sure 


Another  good  Perambulator  gone  wrong. 

that  the  Auctioneer  is  always  quite  as  respectful  as  he 
ought  to  be,  I  observe  with  satisfaction  that  to-night 
he  is  smiling  at  me  blandly. 
I  will  nod  to  him. 
I  have. 

*  #  #  #  #  * 

This  is  really  a  very  interesting  sale.     The  purse- 
proud  parvemts   goods  are,  as    everybody  always 
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thought,  of  the  most  gimcrack  character,  and  as  each 
lot  falls  under  the  hammer  at  some  paltry  price,  every- 
body but  the  Butcher  and  Grocer  smile  pleasantly. 
The  Butcher  and  Grocer  are  beginning  to  have  doubts 
whether  there  will  be  much  left  for  them  when  the 
bill  of  sale  is  settled. 

But  time  goes,  and  so  must  I.  One  of  the  Auctioneer's 
men  stops  me. 

He  says,  "  Will  you  clear  the  perambulator  to-night, 
sir  ? " 


Insubordination  in  the  ranks. 


I  inquire  in  amazement,  "  What  perambulator  ?  " 
'  "  The  one  that  was  knocked  down  to  you  !    Twelve 
and  six." 

A  light  dawns  on  me.  This  comes  of  nodding  to 
the  Auctioneer.  Shall  I  indignantly  repudiate  the 
perambulator  ?  My  first  impulse  is  to  do  so  ;  but  then 
everybody  is  looking  at  me,  and  I  fancy  I  hear  a  dis- 
tinct snigger. 

Besides,  now  I  come  to  think  of  it,  the  twins  really 
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ought  to  have  a  perambulator.  It  is  most  unreason- 
able to  expect  that  Miss  Rosabel  Montgomery  can 
drag  about  two  hulking  boys  of  that  kind  without 
mechanical  aid. 

Besides,  also,  it  is  only  twelve  and  sixpence,  and  I 
don't  see  how  I  can  get  out  of  paying  with  any  dignity  . 
*  *  *  *  H*  * 

I  have  paid  now.  The  perambulator  is  mine,  and 
I  have  chartered  a  boy  to  wheel  it  home  for  me. 


7f\\  K^ZfA^^t 


Awkwardness 


The  boy  turns  out  to  be  a  fool  of  a  boy,  with  no 
command  over  his  limbs.  He  wheels  the  perambulator 
in  front  of  him,  and  somehow  the  wheel  sticks  fast, 
and  he  and  the  perambulator  come  to  grief. 

I  am  not  aware  whether  the  reader  of  this  history 
ever  fell  over  a  perambulator,  but,  if  not,  it  may  be 
casually  mentioned  that  it  is  a  deuce  of  a  thing  to  get 
clear  away  from  when  you  once  begin  falling. 


86  The  Twopenny  Twins. 


I  have  got  this  boy  out  of  the  tangle,  and  have 
slapped  his  head,  and  now  he  refuses  to  wheel  the 
perambulator  any  more. 

After  all,  the  road  is  a  lonely  one,  and  very  dark. 
Why  should  I  not  wheel  it  myself  ?     Good  gracious  ! 

Two  elegant  young  ladies  approach. 

I  do  not  know  them.  Yes,  I  do !  They  are  the 
other  two  Misses  Montgomery  —  Miss  Beatrix  and 
Miss  Maud.     How  confoundedly  awkward  ! 


CHAPTER   XVI. 
IN  WHICH  NOTHING  COULD  BE   NICER  THAN  IT  IS. 

I  AM  not  without  certain  secret  misgivings  with 
regard  to  the  policy  of  going  in  heavily  for  Lady 
Helps.  I  should  be  inclined  to  advise,  if  you  want 
my  opinion  upon  the  subject,  that  one  is  enough  to 
try  at  a  time  where  there  are  many  unmarried  girls  in 
the  house,  particularly  if  the  girls  are  of  mature  age. 

I  have  no  doubt  that  the  experience  of  married 
men  may  prove  happier,  and  I  should  imagine  that  a 
young  Lady  Help  would  be  just  what  a  middle-aged 
married  lady  would  like  to  introduce  into  her  estab- 
lishment ;  but,  in  the  case  of  a  household  where  there 
are  unmarried  girls  of  a  mature  age,  it  is  calculated  to 
lead  to  unkindly  feelings,  and  possibly  even  come  to 
slaps. 


Nothing  could  be  nicer.  S1/ 

At  the  same  time  it  must  be  allowed  that  nothing 
could  be  more  considerate  than  the  behaviour  of 
Rosabel  and  Aurora  towards  the  Girls. 

The  truth  is,  the  Girls  have  not  been  brought  up  to 
domestic  duties.  Bathsheba  at  an  early  age  went  in 
for  old  china,  whilst  Cassandra  took  to  water-colours, 
and  Ursula  to  the  four-finger  exercise.  In  each  branch 
of  study  one  or  other  of  the  Girls  excels,  and  in  Berlin 
woolwork,  in  all  its  branches,  I  am  ready  to  maintain 
that  the  Girls  have  no  equals. 

There  has,  up  to  now,  been  no  occasion  for  the  Girls 
to  perform  duties  of  a  menial  character.  I  am  not  a 
man  of  large  means,  but  I  have  a  little  independency 
which  entitles  me  to  cultivate  the  refinements  of  life ; 
and  I  would  prefer  that  my  sisters — the  Girls — should 
continue  to  collect  china  (in  moderation),  to  paint 
views  (of  adjacent  scenery)  in  water-colours,  and  to 
practise  the  four-finger  exercise  (within  limits). 

I  must  confess  I  am  surprised  the  Girls  have  not 
entered  with  more  enthusiasm  into  this  practical  test 
of  the  question  of  Lady  Helps,  which  theoretically  has, 
to  my  certain  knowledge,  met  with  much  approval  at 
my  own  dinner-table. 

I  trust  I  have  made  myself  sufficiently  understood 
to  have  avoided  a  possible  misconstruction  respecting 
the  Girls'  behaviour  towards  Rosabel  and  Aurora. 
The  Girls  have  made  no  open  resistance.  They  would 
not  venture  to  do  so  when  I  have  once  expressed  a 
wish ;  but  there  is  a  want  of  responsiveness  which,  I 
fear,  must  tend  to  make  Rosabel  and  Aurora  feel  un- 
comfortable. 

For  my  own  part,  I  am  doing  all  I  can  to  cause  a 
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contrary  impression.  My  first  step  has  been  to  see 
that  the  dormitory  allotted  to  them  is  equal  to  the 
occasion.  The  Girls  appear  to  think  that  the  spare 
bed-room  we  set  apart  for  an  occasional  guest  is  not, 
perhaps,  the  one  that  should  be  used,  and  Cassandra 
says,  "  Won't  Dawkins's  room  do  for  them  ? " 

I  have  a  look  at  the  room  that  did  for  Dawkins,  and 
rather  wonder  it  didn't  do  for  her  in  another  sense. 
Although  there  is  a  superabundance  of  roof  to  Daw- 
kins's room,  which  comes  in  contact  with  your  head 
when  you  turn  round  if  not  in  the  habit  of  ducking  to 
avoid  it,  there  is  a  hole  in  the  roof  through  which  the 
rain  is  just  now  dripping. 

The  window  is,  in  itself,  not  a  bad  sort  of  window,  if 
it  were  placed  so  that  the  light  could  get  in  through 
it,  and  it  ought  to  shut  an  inch  or  two  tighter. 

I  suppose  Dawkins  must  have  been  rather  tired  of  a 
night,  or  I  don't  see  how  she  could  have  slept  in  that 
bed  ;  and  I  dare  say  she  found  it  handier  to  lift  her 
washstand  jug  without  a  handle,  or  she  might  possibly 
have  mentioned  it. 

I  suppose,  too,  lots  of  people  don't  care  about  having 
a  soap-dish  or  a  tooth-glass. 

If  the  Misses  Montgomery  are  to  occupy  the  dis- 
graceful cockloft  vacated  by  Dawkins,  we  want  the 
plumbers,  glaziers,  and  painters  here  at  once,  and  a 
cart-load  of  furniture  to  follow.  Under  these  circum- 
stances, I  don't  see  how  we  can  do  better  than  allow 
the  young  Lady  Helps  to  occupy  the  spare  room  for 
a  night. 

I  have  indicated  their  apartment  to  Miss  Aurora, 
and  she  has  gone  into  it  with  a  graceful  inclination. 


Nothing  cotdd  be  nicer. 
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Miss  Rosabel  is  at  this  moment  asking  Bathsheba  for 
a  few  large-sized  Baden  bath  towels,  and  has  just  sug- 
gested that  the  position  of  the  toilet-table  shall  be 
changed  to  one  more  desirable  as  regards  reflection. 

*K  =j:  *  >K  =fc  * 

The  morning  meal  is  upon  the  table  punctually  to 


Aurora  on  Hash. 


the  very  moment  we  fixed  upon  overnight.  I  am 
ashamed  to  say  I  myself  am  not  quite  ready  for  it.  I 
wonder  whether  the  Girls  are  ? 

The  Girls  are  not,  thank  goodness  !  and  I  am  down 
first,  and  j  ust  able  to  pour  out  a  cup  of  coffee,  butter  a 
bit  of  toast,  and  begin  breaking  the  shell  of  an  egg, 
before  the  first  one  descends. 
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"  Really,  Bathsheba,"  I  exclaim,  "  you  must  endea= 
vour  to  be  punctual.  It  gives  no  encouragement !  " 
,  Bathsheba's  face  wears  an  expression  indicative  of 
smouldering,  as  she  silently  helps  herself  to  a  piece  of 
lukewarm  bacon.  Meanwhile  I  go  on  with  my  luke- 
warm egg,  and  don't  think  I  care  for  an  egg  at  that 
temperature  when  only  slightly  cooked. 

If  I  saw  my  way  clear,  I  think  I  should  pocket  this 


Rosabel  on  Nursingf. 


egg  surreptitiously,  whilst  Bathsheba  was  looking  an- 
other way ;  but  an  underdone  egg  with  a  hole  in  it  is 
such  a  messy  thing  to  carry !  Besides,  there  would  be 
inquiries  about  the  shell.  Suppose  I  leave  the  egg  un- 
eaten ?  But  I  can't  very  well  do  that ;  it  might  hurt 
Aurora's  feelings. 

*  ■'.'  <■  -,'  4:  ^c 
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I  have  been  for  a  stroll  across  the  hill,  and  had  a 
sandwich  at  an  inn  on  the  other  side,  and  am  now  on 
my  way  back  to  lunch. 

As  I  open  the  street  door  I  hear  a  Babel  of  female 
voices.  Everybody  seems  to  be  talking  at  once  ;  but 
I  have  observed  that  this  is  the  ordinary  method  of 
carrying  on  a  conversation  between  women.     Is  it  a 


The  Twins  at  it. 

row  ?  No.  The  Girls  are  actually  pal-ing  on  (if  I 
may  use  such  a  term)  with  Rosabel  and  Aurora. 

At  this  moment  but  one  voice  is  audible.  It  is 
Aurora's,  and  she  is  expatiating  on  the  advantages 
accruing  from  the  proper  seasoning  of  minced  beef,  at 
which  the  Girls  are  expressing  wonder  and  delight. 

And  now  it  is  Rosabel,  who  is  briefly  running 
through  the  duties  of  a  nurse,  with  the  view  to  show- 
ing that  a  child  need  never  cry  if  properly  managed. 
How  nice  this  is ! What 's  that  ? 
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The  twins  at  this  moment  are  howling  their  loudest 
upstairs.  I  mention  the  fact  as  I  enter,  and  whilst 
Rosabel  goes  to  look  after  them,  Aurora  places  the 
hash  upon  the  table. 

He  =fc  *  *  *  * 

"  Now,"  cries   Ursula,    ecstatically — "  now,  Major, 
you  must  taste  this ! " 
I  do. 
I  have. 
It  tastes  smoky. 


Tasting  the  hash, 
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CHAPTER,  XVII. 

IN  WHICH   A   BOLD   SOLDIER   COMES   MARAUDING. 

THIS  is  very  nice  ! 

Of  course  I  knew  from  the  first  that  the  Girls  would 
not  keep  on  acting  unreasonably,  but  I  was  inclined 
to  think  that  their  unreasonableness  would  have  lasted 
longer.  It  was,  I  thought,  possible  that  the  Misses 
Montgomery  had  been  rather  too  much  of  a  shock  to 
the  Girls.  Since  then  things  have  shaken  down,  and 
general  joy  prevails. 

This  is  very  nice  ! 

Hallo ! 

*  %.  *  %  %  ^c 

A  remarkably  bold-looking  soldier  has  just  passed 
by  the  house,  tapping  his  chin  with  the  end  of  his 
cane,  and  ogling  my  upper  story. 

A  detachment  of  the  Onety-oneth  were  expected 
to  be  quartered  shortly  in  Hagglebury,  our  nearest 
market  town.  I  did  not  know  they  had  come  down 
yet,  but  such  is  evidently  the  case.  Bathsheba  and 
Ursula  have  entered  into  the  matter  with  something 
like  enthusiasm.  They  say  it  will  make  Hagglebury 
quite  gay,  but  Cassandra  is  inclined  to  think  that  the 
advent  of  redcoats  may  tend  towards  carryings  on, 
more  especially  in  the  case  of  the  Hagglebury  servant- 
girls.  On  this,  Bathsheba  very  properly  points  out  that 
the  Hagglebury  servant -girls  are  staid  and  proper 
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servant-girls,  and  not  at  all  like  the  servant-girls  else- 
where, and  that  if  the  soldiers  come  there  with  an  idea 
of  carrying  on,  they  will  find  that  they  have  come  to 
the  wrong  place. 

Meanwhile  what  I  want  to  know  is,  why  that  bold 
soldier  ogled  my  upper  story  ?  Surely  to  goodness 
Bathsheba  and  Ursula  would  not  encourage 

However,  he  is  gone  now,  and  I  have  an  important 
letter  I  wish  to  send  off  this  morning  to  the  editor  of 
the  "  Times,"  relative  to  a  singularly  simple,  though 
curiously  ingenious,  Colorado  beetle-trap  which  has 
just  occurred  to  me ;  from  which,  when  the  Colorado 
beetle  has  once  got  in,  it  will  be  absolutely  impossible 
to  dislodge  him  without  breaking  the  trap.  It  is  most 
extraordinary  that  this  idea  has  never  occurred  to 
anybody  before,  and  certainly  I  must  lose  no  time  in 
putting  it  down  on  paper. 

■x-  ^  -:;•  *  %.  ^ 

I  have  been  much  longer  putting  it  down  than  I 
expected  to  be.  Though  the  trap  when  made  would 
be  simplicity  itself,  I  find  that  it  has  taken  upwards 
of  seven  hundred  words  to  explain  it  with  anything 
approaching  to  lucidity  ;  and  even  now  I  am  not  quite 
sure  that  I  could  understand  it  if  it  had  been  written 
by  some  one  else,  and  were  read  to  me  for  the  first  time. 

Perhaps  it  will  be  best  to  defer  sending  to  the 
" Times"  to-day,  and  to  take  a  walk  over  the  hill  and 
back  just  to  clear  my  head,  and  then  read  the  thing 
through  quietly. 

I  am  half-way  up  the  hill  when  I  observe  an  object 
upon  its  brow,  standing  out  against  the  sky  as, though 
it  were  on  the  extreme  limit  of  the  earth  in  that 
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direction,  and  must  either  topple  over  or  turn  back. 
It  turns  back,  however,  and,  as  it  approaches  nearer, 
I  discover  it  to  be  the  same  bold  military  man  again. 

But  why  the  deuce  is  he  coming  this  way  ?  His 
way  to  Hagglebury  is  over  the  hill  in  the  opposite 
direction.     Has  he  lost  it  ? 

It  may  be  unnecessary  to  point  out  to  the  reader, 
who  has  the  advantage  of  Mr.  Chasemore's  somewhat 
flippant,  though  on  the  whole  trustworthy,  sketches  to 
refer  to,  that  my  aspect  when  in  repose  is  martial.  I 
have  recently,  however,  suffered  somewhat  severely 
from  my  feet,  and  have  not  that  firmness  of  tread 
which  accompanied  my  movements  on  the  tented  field. 
As  the  distance  between  this  same  bold  soldier  and 
me  gradually  lessens,  I  pull  myself  together  as  much 
as  possible,  and,  holding  my  head  erect,  step  forth. 

I  may  be  wrong,  but  I  am  under  the  impression  that 
when  this  soldier's  eye  meets  mine  he  will  salute  me. 
I  shall  then  enter  into  conversation  with  him  and 
ascertain  particulars. 

4c  >i<  *  %  *  * 

I  was  wrong;  but  it  has  been  the  result  of  unforeseen 
circumstances.  I  met  his  eye,  but  he  did  hot  salute 
me.  At  the  moment  I  met  it  I  kicked  a  loose  stone 
with  my  big  toe,  and  made  a  face.  The  bold  soldier 
was  pleased  to  grin  at  this  accident  or  the  face  I  made, 
and  he  has  passed  on  without  any  conversation  being 
entered  into. 

At  this  moment  I  hardly  feel  inclined  for  conversa- 
tion. I  am  standing  on  one  leg,  nursing  the  injured 
toe  in  my  hand,  and  I  dare  say  I  am  making  a  series 
of  faces. 
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Looking  after  the  bold  soldier,  I  meet  his  eye  as  he 
turns  his  head.     He  is  still  grinning. 

*v'^  v'>  *£r  >4*  *-'' 

^^  *^  *y*  *T*  ^* 

My  toe  is  better  now.  I  have  been  over  the  hill, 
and  am  upon  my  way  home  again. 

I  have  cleared  my  head,  and  intend  to  go  thoroughly 
into  the  Colorado  beetle-trap.  It  occurs  to  me  that 
if  the  total  destruction  of  the  traps  is  an  absolute 
necessity  in  every  case  of  emptying,  the  expense  of 
continually  getting  new  traps  may  be  urged  as  a 
drawback.  I  must  endeavour  to  meet  this  objection, 
however,  without  loss  of  time. 

Hallo ! 

*i*  *i»  ""i>  ^i*  »fS  5jt 

Accidentally  looking  through  the  parlour  window 
on  my  way  to  my  study,  I  observe  the  selfsame  bold 
soldier,  with  his  legs  much  straddled,  standing  directly 
in  front  of  my  house,  and  again  ogling  my  upper  story. 

"  Confound  you,  fellow  !     How  dare  you  ?  " 

He  has  not  heard  me,  because  the  window  is  shut. 
But  he  ought  to  see  me  shaking  my  fist.  Somehow, 
however,  he  doesn't ;  and  now  he  has  gone  on  again, 

and .     Noj  it  can't  be — yes,  it  is,  though — kissing 

his  hand  ! 

Upon  my  soul,  this  is  really  too  bad  of  Bathsheba 
and  Ursula ! 

I  cannot  for  a  moment  conceive  that  they  have  done 
anything  to  warrant  such  a  liberty  on  the  part  of  the 
said  bold  soldier  ;  but  what  I  complain  of  is  their 
imprudence  in  showing  themselves  at  the  windows  at 
all ;  for  I  am  aware,  from  experience,  that  the  very 
smallest  amount  of  encouragement  is  necessary. 


The  bold  Soldier  :  his  carryings  on. 
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"  Bathsheba  !  Ursula  !  are  you  upstairs  ?  " 

They  are,  and  they  descend  in  answer  to  my  sum- 
mons. I  fix  them  with  my  eye.  There  is  decidedly 
an  unusual  colour  upon  the  faces  of  both,  and  most  un- 
doubtedly they  quail  beneath  my  glance. 

Bathsheba,  with  an  unwonted  sprightliness,  says, 
"Major,  the  Onety-oneth  have  arrived.  There  have 
been  several  pass  by  this  morning." 

This  is  nice  news !  Have  the  others  kissed  their 
hands  too,  I  wonder  ?  We  shall  have  all  the  regiment 
down  here  at  it  to-morrow.  Stay,  though :  is  it  pos- 
sible the  Girls  have  been  carried  away  by  the  novelty 
of  the  occurrence,  and  have  not  recognized  this  fellow 
to  be  the  same  soldier  passing  and  repassing  ? 

"What  very  fine  men  they  are !  "  exclaims  Ursula. 

Upon  second  thoughts,  I  will  not  at  present  say 
what  I  intended  to  say  to  the  Girls,  but  will  watch  the 
course  of  events. 

Lunch  is  ready  now.  How  punctual  Miss  Aurora 
is!  Irish  stew,  and  yet  how  unlike  any  Irish  stew 
I  have  ever  tasted  before !  In  fact,  quite  a  pleasant 
change,  with  something  of  the  flavour  of  d  la  mode 
beef!  Henceforth  our  cuisine  will  not  be  wanting  in 
variety. 

****** 

There  was  something  in  that  stew  beyond  the 
ordinary  filling  properties  of  stew,  and  I  really  now 
feel  quite  disinclined  to  go  into  the  beetle-trap.  I  will, 
therefore,  go  for  a  walk  instead. 

I  go  across  the  fields  at  the  back  of  my  house,  and 
compose  my  thoughts  on  my  favourite  stile  till  I  feel 
rather  sleepy,  and  then  return.    As  I  approach  my 
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garden  wall,  the  sound  of  a  musical  voice  falls  upon 
my  ear.  It  belongs  to  Miss  Rosabel.  She  is  reciting 
the  poem  of  "Baby  Bunting."  Hitherto  I  have  failed 
to  see  much  poetry  in  B.  B. ;  but  now,  how  different ! 

If  I  thought  she  would  not  observe  me,  I  should 
really  very  much  like  to  take  a  peep  over  the  wall.  I 
will. 

"  Now,  then,  old  What's-o'clock,  none  o'  that ! " 

It  is  the  bold  soldier  tugging  at  my  coat-tails. 

"  Leave  go,  fellow  !  " 

"  Not  me.  You  leave  the  young  gal  alone,  will  you  ? 
You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself!" 


CHAPTER   XVIII. 

IN  WHICH  A  SELECT    COMPANY   ARE  ENTERTAINED 
WITH   TEA  AND  A  LITTLE  MUSIC. 

The  bold  soldier  has  gone  about  his  business,  and 
we  are  going  on  most  satisfactorily. 

I  have  not  deemed  it  necessary  to  refer  to  the  bold 
soldier  in  the  presence  of  Miss  Rosabel,  or  before  the 
Girls. 

A  certain  amount  of  disrespect  manifested  by  the 
bold  soldier  may  possibly  be  reported  at  the  proper 
quarters,  but,  at  present,  the  matter  is  under  my  con- 
sideration,  and  me  alone  it  concerns. 
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The  bold  soldier,  at  any  rate,  has  temporarily  de- 
parted, and,  unless  he  comes  again,  I  am  inclined  to 
allow  bygones  to  be  bygones. 

Meanwhile,  I  narrowly  watch  the  conduct  of  the 
Misses  Montgomery  and  the  Girls,  and  I  see  nothing 
in  the  former  to  lead  me  to  suppose  that  they,  at  any 
time,  were  conscious  of  the  bold  soldier's  existence. 
In  the  latter,  however,  there  is  possibly  less  steadfast- 
ness of  purpose,  and  I  observe  that  the  Girls  look  out 
of  window  a  good  deal,  though,  at  present,  I  am  unable 
to  decide  whether  they  always  did  do  so,  or  that  the 
habit  has  been  but  recently  acquired. 

****** 

In  other  respects,  nothing  could  well  be  more 
satisfactory  than  the  way  we  are  getting  on — on  the 
new  system. 

We  are  now  unanimously  agreed  that  we  never  will 
return  to  the  irksome  bondage  of  the  past.  In  the 
dark  days  of  Dawkins,  when  Dawkins  cooked  for  us, 
and  washed  and  brushed  up  for  us,  it  was  positively 
dangerous  to  approach  Dawkins  with  even  a  suggestion, 
and  it  must  have  been  a  bold  individual  indeed  who 
would  have  ventured  to  lay  a  hand  on  Dawkins's 
housework.     How  different  now ! 

In  the  morning  the  Girls  assist  Miss  Aurora  in 
preparing  the  breakfast,  washing  up  the  breakfast- 
things,  and  making  the  beds,  and  there  is  not  one 
unkind  word — one  cross  look. 

Again,  in  the  nursery,  over  and  over  again,  one  Girl 
will  take  one  twin,  and  another  the  other,  and  bath 
and  bottle  him,  whilst  Miss  Rosabel  looks  on  with  a 
pleasant  smile. 
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In  the  dark  days  of  Dawkins  it  was  as  much  as  your 
life  was  worth  to  ask  for  your  shaving-water  before 
Dawkins  brought  it,  should  you,  in  consequence  of 
your  watch  being  wrong,  fancy  Dawkins  had  forgotten 
it.  Now  you  can  go  out  upon  the  landing  and  call 
half  a  dozen  times  for  it  without  giving  offence. 
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Again,  would  Dawkins  ever  have  allowed  you  to 
carry  your  own  coals  upstairs  ?  No.  Whereas  now  I 
invariably  do  so,  without  the  slightest  approach  to 
discussion  upon  the  subject. 

It  may  be  here  mentioned  that  this  experiment  of 
ours,  of  the  employment  of  Lady  Helps,  has  created 
a  profound  sensation  among  the  neighbouring  gentry, 
and,  with  the  exception  of  Lady  Taltorkington  (who 
still  labours  under  the  impression  that  I  am  deranged), 
we  have  had  visits  from  all  the  best  families,  and  have 
been  literally  overwhelmed  with  inquiries. 
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If  everything  continues  satisfactorily,  it  is  possible 
that  the  ordinary  servant-girl  will  entirely  vanish  from 
the  domestic  circles  in  these  parts ;  and  I  have  already 
begun  to  prepare  a  letter  to  the  editor  of  the  "Times," 
which,  when  it  appears,  will,  I  have  reason  to  believe, 
cause  a  profound  sensation. 


More  consideration  on  the  part  of  the  Major. 


5fi  5j£  5]^  ^ji  >;'  1^ 

An  idea  has  just  occurred  to  Cassandra,  and  she 
trips  into  my  study  to  communicate  it. 

"Major,"  she  says,  "I  have  just  made  a  most 
delightful  discovery.  Dear  Aurora  is  an  accomplished 
musician.  This  evening  the  Robinson  girls  are  coming, 
and  Mr.  Jackson  and  Mr.  Johnson.  Supposing,  after 
tea,  we  have  dear  Aurora  up  to  play  to  them  ?  " 

The  idea  appears  to  me  to  be  an  admirable  one,  and 
I  readily  acquiesce.  The  Robinson  girls  are  well- 
meaning,  and  act  according  to  their  lights;  but  their 
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range  of  vision  is  limited  and  their  experience  small. 
They  are,  in  fact,  just  exactly  the  kind  of  persons  who 
would  naturally  be  prejudiced  against  anything  par- 
taking of  the  nature  of  innovation,  particularly  when 
on  a  scale  of  such  magnitude  as  the  employment  of 
the  highly  educated  on  the  maid-of-all-work  system. 
I  shall  look  forward  to  this  evening,  and  anticipate 
triumphant  results. 

*  ***** 

The  company  having  arrived,  Rosabel,  during  a 
temporary  lull  among  the  twins,  has  opened  the  street 
door.  The  Robinson  girls  sail  past  her  without  taking 
any  notice,  but  I  observe  that  young  Jackson,  who 
accompanies  them,  opens  his  eyes  very  widely. 

Old  Johnson  comes  alone  shortly  afterwards,  and  is 
a  long  while  hanging  up  his  hat  and  overcoat. 

Aurora  brings  up  the  tea. 

Hitherto  we  have  made  no  remark.  We  have 
allowed  the  company  to  gaze,  but  have  maintained 
silence.  When,  however,  the  tea-things  are  removed, 
I  state  the  case,  and  I  have  reason  to  believe  that  the 
company  are  rather  surprised. 

The  eldest  Miss  Robinson  says,  "  Don't  you  find  it 
rather  awkward  to  decide  how  to  treat  this  class  of 
persons  ? " 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  I  respond ;  "  we  treat  them  as 
though  they  were  our  own  family." 

"  Oh  ! "  says  the  eldest  Miss  Robinson. 

I  fancied  that  would  surprise  her ;  and  I  continue 
with  a  quiet  smile,  "You  may  have  observed  the 
faultless  way  in  which  the  tea  was  made  and  handed 
round.    We  will,  with  your  permission,  allow  sufficient 
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time  to  elapse  for  the  tea-things  to  be  washed  up,  and 
then  summon  Miss  Aurora — our  cook  and  housemaid 
— to  oblige  us  with  a  selection  from  the  beauties  of 
Beethoven  on  the  pianoforte." 
"  Bless  me  !  "  says  old  Johnson. 

,sfc  ;.'  5jc  >,;  >£  -,< 

The  time  has  come.  The  tea-things  are  washed  up. 
Vv'e  have  had  some  of  the  beauties  of  Beethoven  and 
other  distinguished  composers.  We  are  now  having 
a  soprano  song  from  the  latest  opera.  Old  Johnson 
is  listening  entranced,  and  young  Jackson  is  hanging 
all  over  the  piano. 

The  Robinson  girls  don't  seem  very  rapturous. 
Prejudice  again. 

The  other  Girls  are  looking  a  little  solemn. 

Aurora  shows  signs  of  leaving  off. 

"  Go  on  ;  oh,  pray  go  on  !  "  says  young  Jackson. 


The  pleasant  Evening. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

IN  WHICH   THERE  IS   SOMETHING  WRONG  AGAIN. 

It  must  be  confessed  that  I  have  my  misgivings 
with  regard  to  the  experiment. 

Undoubtedly  the  transfer  of  our  young  Lady  Helps 
from  the  kitchen  and  nursery  to  the  drawing-room 
has  been,  as  far  as  old  Johnson  and  young  Jackson 
are  concerned,  an  enormous  success.  I  never  knew 
old  Johnson  so  lively.  And  as  to  young  Jackson,  it 
requires  positive  brute  force  to  get  him  away  from  the 
piano  to  hand  round  the  pound-cake  and  negus. 

Where  my  misgiving  comes  in  is  with  respect  to 
the  Robinson  girls.  Perhaps  they  really  do  not  care 
for  music.  They  somehow  do  not  seem  to  be  enjoy- 
ing themselves. 

With  regard  to  Bathsheba,  Cassandra,  and  Ursula,  I 
do  not  exactly  know  what  to  think.  It  was  certainly 
Cassandra's  own  suggestion  that  we  should  have  in 
"  dear  Aurora "  to  play  to  us  ;  but  I  cannot  help 
fancying  now  that  there  is  an  expression  on  her  face 
Indicative  of  mixed  feelings,  inclusive  of  a  desire  to 
slap  or  pinch  "  dear  Aurora  "  hard. 

Undoubtedly  there  is  reason  to  believe  that  the 
experiment  has  not  been  wholly  successful,  but,  thank 
goodness !  the  evening  is  at  an  end. 

For  some  time  past  the  company  have  been  divided, 
as  it  were,  and  estranged. 

At  one  end  of  the  room  have  sat  silently  the  three 
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Penny  Girls  and  the  Girls  Robinson,  and  a  deathlike 
silence  has  prevailed  amongst  them.  At  the  other 
end  of  the  room  Aurora  and  Rosabel  are  playing  a. 
duet,  and  old  Johnson  and  young  Jackson  are  crawl- 
ing around,  so  to  speak,  with  a  cloyed  look  on  them, 
like  flies  in  summer-time  amongst  the  moist  sugar  in 
a  grocer's  window.  The  centre  of  the  apartment,  a 
kind  of  neutral  ground,  is  occupied  by  myself,  Major 
Penny,  who  for  a  certain  length  of  time  regard  the 
proceedings  with  a  benignant  smile,  and  then  less 
benignantly. 

At  the  end  of  the  duet,  wild  applause  from  young 
Jackson  on  the  lid  of  the  piano  (Cassandra's  piano  on 
the  hire  system,  and  I  can  see  she  doesn't  like  it). 
Also  chuckle  -  headedness,  and  "  brayvo  !  brayvo  ! 
brayvissimo ! "  from  old  Johnson,  whilst  deathlike 
silence  still  prevails  among  the  Girls. 

Then  Aurora  and  Rosabel  begin  another  duet,  and 
then  suddenly  the  eldest  Girl  Robinson  rises,  and 
says,  with  emphasis,  to  the  Penny  Girls,  "  I  am  afraid 
it  is  growing  very  late.  The  time  does  pass  so  rapidly 
when  one  is  amusing  oneself;  and,  I  am  sure  these 
gentlemen  are  !  Ann,  Jane  "  (to  the  other  Girls  Robin- 
son), "  we  had  better  put  on  our  bonnets.  Do,  pray, 
come  !  " 

*  *  *  *  *  * 

They  have  put  on  their  bonnets.  They  have 
thanked  us,  with  more  emphasis,  for  a  very  pleasant 
evening,  and  they  are  gone. 

So  is  that  doddling  old  dotard  of  a  Johnson.  So  is 
that  empty-headed  ass,  young  Jackson.  Aurora  and 
Rosabel    have    retired    to   their   respective   spheres ; 
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Cassandra  is  trying  the  notes  of  her  piano  on  the  hire 
system  to  ascertain  which  are  broken;  Bathsheba  says 
she  has  a  headache  ;  and  Ursula  has  gone  to  bed. 

I  am  not  quite  sure  whether  we  ought  to  have  many 
more  of  these  kind  of  evenings. 

But  if  we  do,  we  won't  have  old  Johnson  and  young 
Jackson  again.     No,  thank  you  ! 

****** 

And  now  to  consider  the  experiment  of  an  attrac- 
tive young  Lady  Help  from  another  point  of  view — 
with  regard  to  the  effect  she  is  likely  to  have  upon  the 
local  tradesmen's  assistants,  and  the  rank  and  file  of 
the  English  army  when  quartered  in  the  neighbour- 
hood. 

It  has  taken  me  some  little  time  to  thoroughly 
realize  the  fact;  but,  now  it  is  realized,  here  it  is. 
The  soul  of  the  young  man  from  the  Baker's  is  filled 
with  ecstacy  at  the  sight  of  Aurora.  The  young  man 
from  the  Butcher's  is  a  prey  to  conflicting  emotions, 
amongst  which  are  the  deepest  passion  and  the 
deadliest  jealousy.  If  anything  occurs  to  thwart 
that  young  man's  aspirations  (and  I  don't  believe  he 
has  a  chance),  that  young  man  wouldn't  be  safe  to 
come  near  with  a  sticking-knife  in  his  possession. 

But  perhaps  the  worst  case  of  all  is  that  of  the 
young  man  from  the  Grocer's  shop.  I  don't  like  to 
meet  the  eye  of  that  young  man.  It  is  hollow,  and 
has  a  hungry  look  in  it.  I  should  think,  since  Aurora 
began  taking  in  our  groceries,  his  services  to  his  em- 
ployer have  been  comparatively  valueless. 

A  third  of  that  young  man's  day  appears  to  be 
taken  up  in  leaving  wrong  packages  at  our  house,  and 
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coming  again  to  fetch  them,  or  to  ask  whether  he 
has  accidentally  left  other  packages  of  an  apocryphal 
character. 

So  far  Aurora  downstairs.  Now  as  to  Rosabel 
upstairs. 

At  this  moment  three  bold  soldiers  are  seated  in 
front  of  some  railings  opposite  my  house,  and  are 
fixing  and  focussing  Rosabel  at  the  nursery  window 
in  a  way  which,  taking  the  fact  that  I  am  shaking  my 
fist  at  them  like  anything  from  the  parlour  window, 
is  really  perfectly  incredible.  How — I  repeat  the 
question — how  dare  they  ? 

*V"  "T*  *v*  **•  *"i^  ^%* 

It  takes  m)-  breath  away. 


CHAPTER   XX. 

IN  WHICH  THE   MAJOR   THINKS   THE   TWINS  OUGHT 
TO   BE   CALLED   SOMETHING. 

It  has  just  occurred  to  me  (I  trust  I  may  be  allowed 
to  refer  to  the  occurrence  en  passant)  that  the  title 
of  this  work  being  the  Twopenny  Twins,  there  ought 
to  be  a  little  bit  more  about  the  twins  in  this  work. 

There  shall  be  more. 

It  must  not,  however,  be  supposed  that  though  I 
have  lately  been  somewhat  silent  regarding  the  twins, 
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that  the  twins  themselves  maintain  the  same  reticence. 
If  they  could  be  squallier  then  they  have  been,  they 
are'. 

I  take  it  that  the  voice  of  innocent  babyhood  at  its 
higher  notes  is  a  thing  one  may  get  to  like  in  course 
of  time,  but  I  should  say  it  took  a  long  while. 
*  *  *  *  *  if. 

The  time  has  now  arrived  when  the  twins  should 
have  names  to  go  by.     Hitherto  a  numeral  has  suf- 
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ficed,  but  I  am  of  opinion  that  it  would  be  more  desir- 
able to  call  them  something,  and  the  question  that 
naturally  arises  is,  What  ? 

In  matters  of  this  kind  I  have  found  that  a  consul- 
tation with  the  Girls  is  apt  to  lead  to  discussion.  At 
any  rate,  it  will  be  best  to  make  my  own  mind  up  first, 
and  the  only  question  is,  How  ? 

Ah  !  an  idea  strikes  me.  What  is  this?  "Nugent's 
New  Pocket  Dictionary  of  the  French  and  English 
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Languages."      I  remember    there  is  a  list  of  names 
somewhere  ^t  the  end.     Here  it  is  : — 
,    "  Proper  Names,  Surnames,  etc.,  etc.,  which  Begin 
by  a  Different  Letter  in  French." 

No.  I  Name.  —  Abdias,  Obadiah.  How  about 
Obadiah  ?  That  might  save  trouble,  by  the  bye. 
The  twins  might  be  called  the  Two  Obadiahs.  Per- 
haps that  wouldn't  do,  though,  either.  They  would 
sound  too  much  like  a  comic  song. 

Let  me  see  again.  Adelstan,  Ethelstan.  Ethelstan 
Twopenny  sounds  rather  well. 

Aggee,  H  aggee,  Haggai.     1  don't  care  for  those. 

Alexandrette,  Scanderoon.  This  is  getting  beyond 
me. 

Allemagne,  Germany.  Angleterre,  England.  Oh, 
bother  this ! 

Hallo  !  here 's  another  list. 

"Abbreviations  of  English  and  French  Christian 
Names  used  in  Familiar  Discourse."    Let's  be  familiar. 

Assy,  for  Alice.  That 's  rough  on  Alice's  mental 
qualifications,  it  seems  to  me.  Bat  for  Bartholomew. 
A  Towpenny  Bat  wouldn't  do.  And  what  should  the 
other  be  called  ?     Ball,  perhaps,  or  Stumps. 

Bob  for  Robert,  Dicky  for  Richard,  Grit  for  Griffith, 
Jos  for  Joshua,  Nobs  for  Obadiah.  It 's  no  good  look- 
ing at  this  ;  it  only  distracts  me.  Let  me  think.  There 
must  be  two  names,  of  course,  and  there  should  be 
some  connection  between  the  two — such  as  Romulus 
and  Remus.  How  about  Romulus  and  Remus,  by 
the  bye  ?  Stay,  though,  that  wouldn't  do !  People 
would  compare  me  to  the  wild  beast  that  nursed  them. 
Suppose  I  take  a  walk. 
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I  have  been  walking  some  time,  and  nothing  has 
yet  occurred  to  me.  Here  is  our  Grocer's  shop,  with 
his  name  painted  over  it.  His  name  is  Jill.  It  sug- 
gests Jack  and  Jill.  I  always  thought  Jill  was  a  girl's 
name.  However,  I  won't  call  the  twins  Jack  and 
Jill,  and  I  have  higher  aims  for  them  than  fetching 
pails  of  water. 

Bless  me !  who  is  that  I  see  in  the  coffee-room  of 
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the  "  White  Lion  "  ?  My  old  friend  Bagshaw,  as  I  am 
alive — Bagshaw  of  ours  !  The  very  man  to  consult ! 
A  man  who  is  always  prompt  and  ready  for  action. 

"  How  do,  Bagshaw  ?  How  do,  Captain  ?  Glad  to 
meet  you." 

Bagshaw  doesn't  seem  so  very  glad,  but  that 's  his 
way.     He  is  not  a  demonstrative  man.    He  says  he  is 
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well,  and  also  mentions  that  since  I  met  him  last  he 
has  been  promoted.  Hang  it  all!  I  wish  I  had  known 
that ;  but  I  couldn't  see  his  uniform  through  the  win- 
dow. However,  I  congratulate  him  warmly  when  I 
get  inside  the  room,  and  then  break  it  to  him  about 
the  twins. 

"  I  wantryour  advice,  old  fellow,"  I  say.  "  I  want  a 
name  for  a  boy  baby." 

He  stares  hard  for  half  a  minute,  and  then  says 
"  Wellington,"  with  decision,  and  evidently  thinks  the 
matter  settled. 

Wellington  Twopenny !  I  fancy  that  sounds  rather 
well ;  but  then  there's  the  other  twin.  I  put  this  to 
him  hastily,  as  he  is  striding  from  the  room.  I  say, 
"  But  I  want  two  names."  He  turns  on  his  heels,  and 
faces  me. 

"  What  do  you  want  two  for  ? " 

I  say,  "  It 's  usual  in  a  case  of  twins.  What  do  you 
say  to  Napoleon  for  the  other  ?  " 

"  Confounded  tomfoolery,  sir !  "  he  says,  and  goes 
off  in  a  rage.  Bagshaw  was  always  rather  an  ass,  it 
seems  to  me,  and  so  confoundedly  touchy  ! 

I  put  on  my  hat  again,  and  go  farther. 

Here  's  our  curate  Mr.  Smale's  house.  I  '11  just  drop 
in  and  put  it  to  him.  I  tell  him  I  have  twins  to  pro- 
vide for,  and  am  short  of  names.  He  says  it  is  a 
serious  matter.  I  break  Romulus  and  Remus  to  him, 
and  he  rejects  them  instantly  as  Pagan.  Perhaps 
something  Scriptural  would  meet  with  his  approval. 
There  is  Ham  and  Shem ;  but  I  fancy  there  ought  to 
be  a  Japheth,  properly.  I  don't  like  to  suggest  Cain 
and  Abel,  but  I  venture  on  David  and  Goliath,  and 
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he  springs  from  his  chair  and  asks  me  if  I  mean  to 
insult  him. 

Probably  Goliath  is  not  quite  the  right  thing,  and  I 
explain  that  it  was  a  slip  of  the  tongue.  But  Smale 
gets  quite  warm  about  it,  and  won't  be  appeased.  So 
I  give  him  a  bit  of  my  mind,  and  take  my  departure. 


Insulting  the  Clergy. 

Bless  me! — why  did  I  not  think  of  it  before? — there 
is  Lady  Taltorkington,  the  person  of  all  others  to  be 
consulted.     I  will  call  on  her  this  afternoon. 

****** 

It  seems  to  me  she  has  not,  as  yet,  quite  got  over 
the  impression  that  I  am  a  lunatic.  She  fixes  me 
pretty  steadily  with  her  eye  whilst  I  get  through  my 
preliminary  sentence.  When  I  have  got  through  it, 
and  say  blandly,  "  Now,  my  dear  Lady  Taltorkington, 
if  you  had  twins,  what  would  you  call  them  ? "  she 
starts  indignantly  to  her  feet,  and  rings  the  bell  for 
the  servant  to  show  me  out. 
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The  servant  has  done  so.  I  have  quitted  Taltork- 
ington  Towers. 

On  reflection,  it  occurs  to  me  that  as  Lady  Taltork- 
ington  is  a  spinster  who  is  notorious  for  her  aversion 
to  children,  I  was  wrong  in  consulting  her,  and,  pos- 
sibly, I  put  the  question  rather  the  wrong  way. 

After  all,  it  seems  to  me  it  is  not  I  who,  properly 
speaking,  should  have  the  responsibility  of  finding 
names  for  the  twins.  Oughtn't  their  Godfathers  and 
Godmothers  to  do  it  ? 

Certainly. 


Insulting  the  Gentry. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

IN  WHICH  THERE  IS  VERY  NEARLY  A  TRAGEDY. 

Unless  I  am  labouring  under  a  most  extraordinary- 
misapprehension,  it  distinctly  states  in  your  Catechism 
that  your  name  is  given  to  you  by  your  Godfather  and 
Godmother. 

The  question  which  naturally  arises  is,  Whom  shall 
I  select  for  the  office  ? 

This  wants  thinking  over. 

Let  me  think. 

Stop  a  bit,  though  ;  thought  is  at  this  moment  out 
of  the  question — that  is  to  say,  thought  on  this  subject. 

The  subject  occupying  the  undivided  attention  of 
my  household  at  this  moment  is  Aurora's  toothache. 

When  everything  seemed  going  on — or,  perhaps,  I 
might  say,  on  the  point  of  going  on — satisfactorily, 
Aurora's  tooth  began  to  ache. 

It  would  be  unreasonable  and  unfair  to  expect  culi- 
nary feats  from  Aurora  under  these  circumstances, 
and  we  neither  expect  them  nor  get  them.  At  this 
moment  Aurora  is  reclining,  with  her  head  tied  up, 
upon  the  drawing-room  sofa,  and  two  of  the  Girls  are 
endeavouring  to  soothe  her  sufferings,  and  persuade 
her  to  try  infallible  remedies,  whilst  the  third  Girl  is 
making  a  kind  of  a  stew,  which  we  are  to  make  a  sort 
of  meal  of  presently,  when  we  have  time. 

Unfortunately  the  infallibles  are  on  this  occasion  un~ 
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availing.  They  won't  cure  Aurora,  who  still  reclines, 
and  her  head  is  still  tied  up. 

The  Girls  implore  me  to  seek  medical  aid.  Aurora's 
blue  orbs,  fixed  upon  me,  are  full  of  plaintive  entreaty. 
I  hastily  swallow  a  mouthful  of  the  dish  and  crumble 
up  a  bit  of  bread,  and  seize  my  hat. 

It  would  be  selfish  to  think  of  food  at  such  a  moment, 
though  I  must  confess  that  I  am  desperately  hungry. 

As  I  seize  my  hat,  therefore,  I  seize  a  chunk  of 
bread  off  the  bread-plate  in  the  hall,  and  a  moment 
afterwards  am  choking  on  the  high  road  without. 

When  I  say  medical  aid,  I  own  that  this  is  putting 
the  kind  of  aid  one  usually  gets  from  one  of  our  local 
doctors  in  rather  a  flattering  light.  We  have  two  local 
doctors,  and  one  of  them  is  pretty  good  when  sober, 
whilst  the  other  is  rather  bad,  generally.  The  pretty- 
good-when-sober  local  doctor  is  away  from  home — 
probably  getting  unsober — so  I  am  obliged  to  go  to 
the  other  doctor,  and  put  it  to  him  about  the  tooth. 

He  says,  "  Why  don't  she  have  it  out  ?  " 

I  explain  that  she  objects. 

He  says,  "  Bah  !  " 

I  explain  that  Aurora  is  not  quite  sure  which  tooth 
it  is  that  is  aching,  as  all  the  jaw  aches.  On  which  he 
grunts,  but  offers  no  remark. 

I  say,  finding  a  longish  pause  here,  "  Is  there  any 
kind  of  remedy  you  can  suggest  ?  " 

He  makes  no  reply,  but,  rising  to  his  feet  (he  has 
been  seated  hitherto),  walks  round  the  shop  and  reads 
the  names  on  the  bottles.  As  he  does  so,  I  follow  his 
movements  with  my  eye,  and  pass  the  time  wonder- 
ing whether  he   knows  himself  the  meaning  of  the 
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names,  and  why  peppermint  lozenges  should  be  called 
what  the  bottle  calls  them. 

After  a  time  he  appears  to  light  unexpectedly  upon 
a  small  quantity  of  white  powder,  which  he  weighs 
with  elaboration,  upsetting  about  half  of  it  on  the 
counter  and  the  floor. 

I  ask  what  it  is ;  but,  as  he  is  not  in  the  habit  of 
answering  questions,  he  takes  no  notice,  and  I  wait  as 
patiently  as  I  can. 

Eventually,  the  packet  being  made,  he  looks  for  a 
pen  in  a  couple  of  drawers,  and,  finding  it  at  last  under 
the  counter,  writes  the  word  "Quinine"  on  it,  and  asks 
me  for  a  shilling. 

I  return  to  find  Aurora  still  reclining,  and  the  Girls 
in  great  distress.  The  quinine  is  administered,  and 
we  await  the  results.  They  are  almost  immediate : 
Aurora  is  very  sick. 

I  am  much  distressed.  So  are  the  Girls.  Rosabel 
suggests  that  she  should  go  home  to  their  dear 
mamma,  and  fetch  another  infallible  remedy  mamma 
keeps  always  at  hand  ready  prepared. 

Aurora,  however,  elects  to  go  herself.  She  thinks 
the  change  may  do  her  good.     We  think  so  too. 

****** 

Aurora  has  gone. 

An  interval  of  comparative  calm  is  now  ensuing.  I 
have  had  some  more  of  the  dish.  It  doesn't  taste  very 
well  cold ;  but  never  mind. 

I  am  preparing  a  letter  to  the  editor  of  the  "Times," 
which  occupies  me  longer  than  I  expected,  and  one  of 
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the  Girls  taps  at  the  door,  and  asks  me  whether  I 
know  what  time  it  is.     I  look  up  at  the  clock. 

Bless  me !  I  had  no  idea  it  was  so  late. 

"  Oh !  Major,"  says  Cassandra,  "  we  are  in  such  a 
dreadful  state  about  poor  dear  Aurora!  She  promised 
she  would  return  directly,  and  it  is  three  hours  since 
she  went  out." 

I  suggest  that  perhaps  her  mamma  has  detained 
her ;  but  I,  too,  am  certainly  rather  uneasy. 

Another  hour  has  passed,  yet  Aurora  has  not  re- 
turned. I  seek  my' apartment,  and  wile  away  a  little 
time  in  experiments  with  a  patent  hair-wash,  which  I 
believe  I  neglected  to  mention  having  purchased  at 
the  chemist's  with  the  quinine.  Whilst  thus  occupied, 
another  of  the  Girls  comes  tapping. 

"  Oh,  Major,  we  are  so  horribly  frightened!  Do  you 
really  think  that  was  quinine  you  bought  ? " 

"  Do  I  what  ? "  This  is  worse  than  Tootsy's  Epsom 
salts !  But  stay.  Do  not  let  us  be  precipitate.  One 
false  alarm  of  that  kind  is  surely  enough.  I  know  the 
taste  of  quinine  perfectly,  and  here  is  the  paper  with 
a  little  yet  in  it.  In  my  excitement  I  forget  the  dye 
upon  my  fingers. 

Merciful  goodness!  It  is  not  the  least  bit  like 
quinine.  What  is  to  be  done  ?  I  stagger  towards  the 
street  door,  and  my  knees  knock  together  as  I  go. 
But  suddenly  the  street  door  opens,  and  Aurora 
enters,  fresh  and  beautiful  as  ever. 

My  feelings  are  too  much  for  me.  I  fling  away  my 
hat.  I  catch  Aurora  to  my  bosom,  and  gazing  up- 
wards with  a  vision  dimmed  with  tears  of  joy,  find 
that  Aurora's  mamma  has  accompanied  her  child,  and 
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that  she  seems  to  be  Wondering  what  the  deuce  I  am 
doing ! 


CHAPtER  XXII. 

IN   WHICH   THE   MAJOR   GOES   FOR  A   GODFATHER. 

An  accident  has  recalled  the  fact  to  my  mind  that 
my  fag  at  old  Merchant  Taylors'  is  still  alive,  and 
appears  to  be  getting  on  pretty  middling. 

The  fellow's  name,  by  a  curious  chance,  was  Penni- 
wate,  and  in  the  old  Merchant  Taylors'  days  it  was 
my  habit  to  make  merry  over  the  fact  that  Penniwate 
waited  on  Penny ! 

I  have  frequently  laughed  at  this  jest  (my  own) 
myself.  P.W.  did  not  laugh  much,  if  I  remember 
He  was  a  heavy  kind  of  boy,  and  fat.  He  made  a 
good  warming-pan  on  sharp  frosty  nights. 

To-day,  glancing  through  the  "  Times  "  (it  is  odd  my 
letter  suggesting  a  site  for  the  Needle  is  not  in  to-day, 
but  doubtless  it  will  appear  to-morrow — I  presume 
there  is  occasionally  a  press  of  correspondence),  I 
observe  a  person  of  the  name  of  Penniwate  subscrib- 
ing a  largish  sum  to  a  charity. 

Ebenezer  Penniwate !  That  must  be  my  old  fag 
And  here  is  his  business  address,  Bleeding  Hart  Yard. 
The  very  place  for  a  charitably  disposed  person  to 
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live  in.  Naturally,  under  the  circumstances,  his  heart 
would  bleed  for  the  sufferings  of  his  fellow-creatures. 

Why  should  it  not  bleed  for  the  twins  ?     It  shall ! 

This  is  really  a  remarkably  happy  thought  of  mine ! 
Penniwate  will  feel  honoured  by  my  calling  on  him. 
Hang  me !  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  the  fellow  feels  a 
little  frightened,  to  begin  with,  when  he  first  hears  my 
name.     I  rather  fancy  I  should  in  his  place. 

Lord,  how  I  used  to  give  it  to  that  fellow !  I  think 
I  recollect  how  knotted  towels  and  buckle-ends  of 
straps  were  liberally  applied  to  a  tightened  surface. 
I  toasted  him,  too,  if  I  remember  rightly,  inside  the 
high  fire-screen ;  and  at  another  time  stood  him,  in 
his  night-shirt,  in  the  snow  to  sing  "  Hot  Codlins,"  and 
he  did  the  sneezing  so  awfully  lifelike,  we  encored 
him. 

Decidedly  he  should  be  Godfather  to  these  two  poor 
boys !  He  will  be  glad  of  the  chance,  proud  of  the 
honour.     I  '11  go  and  see  him  at  once. 

I  walk  to  the  station,  I  take  a  third  return  upon 
principle,  because  the  Company  have  suppressed  the 
second  class  in  the  hope  of  forcing  me  to  ride  first.  I 
will  not  ride  first,  as  I  mentioned  before,  on  principle. 
The  third  has  a  confoundedly  hard  seat,  and  the 
people  who  ride  with  me  are  confoundedly  objection- 
able ;  but  I  have  my  principle,  and  to  my  principle  I 
stick. 

One  of  our  local  gentry  passes  by  whilst  I  am 
looking  out  of  the  carriage  window,  and  I  nod  to 
him.  He  rather  jumps  when  he  sees  where  I  am,  but 
I  smile  blandly,  and  I  say, 

"  You  are  surprised  that  I  should  ride  third  ? " 
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He  says,  "  Yes,  I  am." 

I  say,  "  I  do  it  on  principle." 

He  says,  "  But  the  other's  only  threepence-halfpenny 
more  on  the  double  journey." 

I  smile.     "  Yes,  but  I  do  it  on  principle." 

He  says,  "  You  must  be  a  stupid  fool  to  make  your- 
self jolly  uncomfortable  to  save  threepence-halfpenny." 

"  Confound  you,  sir !  "  I  say.  "  Don't  you  under- 
stand  " 

But  he  has  gone,  and  I  have  to  content  myself  with 
explaining  the  facts  of  the  case  to  an  old  woman  with 
a  bundle  on  the  opposite  seat.     She  says, 

"  Quite  right  too,  sir.  If  you  can't  afford  it,  why 
should  you  ?  Third 's  good  enough  for  the  likes  of 
me  and  you,  sure — ly." 


* 


You  my  possibly  never  have  visited  Bleeding  Hart 
Yard.  Had  Penniwate  not  lived  there,  I  am  not  quite 
sure  that  I  should  have  visited  it  myself. 

They  say  that  it  is  going  to  be  pulled  down.  Pos- 
sibly Penniwate's  premises  may  tumble  down  of  their 
own  accord  before  then.  They  at  present  appear  to  be 
in  a  tottering  condition,  and  only  want  a  strong  gale 
of  wind,  or  a  good  shove,  to  topple  them  over  into  the 
road. 

Poor  Penniwate  is,  after  all,  perhaps,  not  getting  on 
quite  as  well  as  I  had  at  first  supposed. 

I  have  heard  of  such  things  as  people,  even  when  on 
the  eve  of  bankruptcy,  subscribing  to  popular  charities, 
by  way  of  advertisement,  to  make  other  people  think 
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they  are  all  right.  Possibly  I  have  done  wrong  in 
selecting  Penniwate  as  a  Godfather. 

The  house  is  dreadfully  dirty,  and  the  passage 
blocked  up  by  empty  boxes  and  other  lumber.  Evi- 
dently Penniwate's  business  is  on  its  last  legs,  or  worse 
than  that  even — on  crutches.  I  enter  a  dimly-lighted 
office,  which  smells  damp  and  mouldy,  and  ask  for  my 
ancient  fag.     "  Is  he  in  ? " 

"  I  '11  go  and  see,  sir,"  says  a  weak-eyed  young  man, 
who  comes  and  blinks  at  me  furtively. 

I  can  understand  Penniwate's  position.  Afraid  of 
duns.     Don't  know  whether  he  is  at  home  or  not' 

"  Shall  I  take  up  your  name,  sir  ? " 

"  Tell  him  Major  Penny  desires  to  see  him." 

"  Penny  what,  sir  ?  " 

"  Penny  nothing.     Major  Penny  !  " 

"Oh,  I  beg  pardon,  sir;  I  thought  it  sounded  as  if 
there  was  something  short." 

What  does  he  mean  by  that  ?  I  am  half  inclined  to 
think  he  means  impertinence,  but  I  won't  go  into  it. 
To  be  sure,  Penny  weight — Short  weight.  I  '11  speak 
:o  P,W.  about  this  when  I  see  him. 


* 


The  boy  is  a  deuce  of  a  long  while  gone.  A  pro- 
found silence  prevails  in  the  place  of  business.  Not 
a  soul  comes  in  to  buy  anything. 

Deadly-lively  job  this  of  P  W  's,  it  strikes  me. 

I  have  been  waiting  over  half  an  hour.  I  hammer 
on  the  counter.  A  grey-headed  man  comes  to  speak 
to  me.     He  wants  to  know  what  I  want.     I  tell  him. 
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He  says  he  knows  nothing  of  it,  but  he  supposes  the 
boy  passed  my  name  up  the  pipe. 

Is  it  dignified  for  a  Major,  who  has  led  forces  on 
the  ensanguined  field  of  battle,  to  have  his  name  and 
title  passed  up  a  pipe  ?  This  is  a  nice  point.  I  might 
almost  write  to  the  editor  of  the  "  Times  "  to  ask  his 
opinion  on  the  subject. 


csCS 


Waiting. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

IN   WHICH  THE   MAJOR   LANDS   A  GODFATHER. 

THE  grey-headed  man  proposes  passing  my  name 
up  the  oipe  again  to  make  sure.     Confound  him  and 
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his  pipe !  But  I  suppose  he  means  no  offence,  so  I 
mention  my  name  to  him. 

He  says,  "  What  ?  " 

I  say,  "  Major  Penny." 

He  says,  "  Penniwate,  I  suppose  ? " 

I  say,  "  Certainly  not.     Penny." 

He  repeats,  "  Not  Penny.  No ;  I  said  Penniwate. 
Connection  of  the  guv'nor,  I  suppose  ? " 

"  No,  sir,"  I  reply,  naturally  indignant,  "  no  con- 
nection. Don't  want  to  be.  My  name  is  simply 
Penny.  P — E — N — N — Y.  Will  you  please  say  I 
have  waited  a  long  while  ? " 

The  grey-headed  man  retires  to  a  corner,  and  I 
hear  a  faint  whisper  to  this  effect :  "  Here  's  Penny, 
and  he  says  he  won't  wait." 

Then  I  hear  a  voice  in  the  pipe  using  bad  language, 
and  asking,  "  Who  's  playing  the  fool  ? " 

Explanations  ensue  between  the  man  this  end  and 
Penniwate  himself  at  the  other,  and,  at  last,  word 
comes  down  that  I  am  to  go  upstairs. 

I  do  so ;  but  I  somehow  don*t  feel  quite  so  much  in 
the  humour  for  the  interview  as  I  did  at  first.  I  have 
indeed  half  a  mind  to  throw  the  whole  thing  up,  and 
go  home.  ' 

However,  I  go  upstairs.  I  knock  at  a  door  in- 
dicated. 

"  Come  in  !  "  cries  a  voice  inside.  There  is  nothing 
at  all  encouraging — or,  indeed,  I  may  say,  respectful 
— about  the  tone  of  the  voice  ;  but  I  think  it,  perhaps, 
best  to  go  in,  as  I  have  come  on  purpose. 

There  is,  however,  a  difficulty  about  opening  the 
door,  for  the  handle  of  which  I  search  upon  the  wrong 
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side,  to  begin  with.  Whilst  still  searching,  I  hear  bad 
language  within  the  room. 

Even  now  I  have  a  good  mind  to  give  up  the  god- 
father notion,  and  go  away.  However,  I  don't  do 
that ;  I  go  on  looking  for  the  door-handle. 

"  Bother  you !  "  says  the  voice.  But  it  is  more  than 
bother,  if  the  truth  must  be  told.  "  Why  don't  you 
come  in  ? " 

I  am  almost  in  pitch  darkness  out  here,  and  am  still 
groping  wildly  for  the  door-handle.  It  would  seem 
so  absurd  to  give  it  up  and  go  away,  but  I  don't  see 
anything  else  for  it,  unless  the  person  inside  chooses 
to  offer  some  assistance.  He  has — just  when  I  was 
leaning  against  the  door,  too — and  I  go  in  with  a  run, 
my  hat  going  in  advance. 

"  The  handle 's  off  the  outside,"  he  says.  "  Couldn't 
you  find  that  out,  without  such  a  jolly  lot  of  fumbling?" 
(only  he  doesn't  exactly  say  jolly). 

I  ignore  the  expletives,  and  say,  "  I  desire  to  speak 
to  Mr.  Penniwate." 

"  Well,  speak,  can't  you  ? "  says  the  person  con- 
fronting me ;  "  you  've  been  long  enough  about  it." 

I  look  at  him — I  look  at  him  very  hard.  Is  it 
possible  that  this  is  my  Penniwate  ?  He  used  to  be 
my  junior — several  years  my  junior,  but  he  appears  to 
have  grown  so  old.  He  positively  has  not  a  hair  on 
his  head. 

"You — you  are  the  same  that  was  at  Merchant 
Taylors',  aren't  you  ?  "  I  ask — "  at  school,  I  mean, 
thirty  years  ago  ? " 

He  pauses  for  a  moment  to  think.  "Yes,"  he  re- 
plies, slowly,  "  I  was  at  school  there.     What  of  it  ?' 
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The  bills  were  paid,  I  believe.  Nobody  owes  any- 
thing on  my  account  that  I  know  of ;  and  if  they  do, 
you  ought  to  have  sent  in  your  claim  sooner." 

I  can  scarcely  forbear  from  a  smile.  "  Don't  you 
know  me  ? "  (I  pause  here  to  think  whether  he  had  a 
nickname.  To  be  sure  he  had.  We  gave  him  one, 
after  that  "  Hot  Codlins "  business.)  "  Don't  you 
know  me,  Eben-sneezer  ?  " 

The  truth  appears  to  dawn  upon  him  gradually. 

"  You  're  old  Penny  !  "  he  cries. 

Hang  "  old  Penny  ! "  But  stay,  old  is  a  kind  of  term 
of  endearment  among  boys.   "  To  be  sure  I  am,"  I  say. 

There  is  a  short  pause. 

"  What  a  beast  I  used  to  think  you  ! "  he  says,  in  a 
dreamy  tone.     "  You  've  got  to  be  very  podgy." 

Hang  "  podgy  !  "  I  don't  like  this  at  all.  "  You  've 
got  awfully  thin  on  top,"  I  retort.  "  Indeed,  thin  is 
hardly  the  word." 

There  is  another  pause. 

"  Why  did  you  come  here  ? "  he  asks. 

"  I  '11  tell  you,"  I  reply.  "  You  're  a  bachelor — don't 
speak  ! — I  know  you  are  by  the  look  of  you.  I — I  am 
the  uncle  of  two  boys  ;  in  point  of  fact,  twin  boys.  I 
want  a  Godfather  for  them.  I  saw  your  name  in  the 
paper  this  morning.  I  recognized  it.  A  flood  of 
pleasant  memories  rushed  through  my  mind.  I  said, 
'  I  will  go  and  see  him  this  very  day.'  I  did.  Here  I 
am!" 

One  more  of  those  pauses. 

"  You  want  me  to  be  the  twins'  Godfather  ? "  he  says. 

"That  is  just  what  I  do  want." 

"  What  are  the  duties  of  a  Godfather  ? "  he  asks,  in 
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the  same  dreamy  tone  he  used  before,  and  I  noticed 
his  eyes  wander  towards  an  open  cheque-book  on  the 
table. 

Awfully  happy  thought !  Duties  ?  Duties  in  three 
figures.  But  it  will  be  best  not  to  startle  him  too  much 
at  first. 


The  Appeal. 

"Really  and  truly,"  I  say,  "beyond  the  mugs — or 
shall  we  say  spoons  and  forks,  or  mugs  and  spoons 
and  forks  ? — I  don't  think  there  are  any  duties  particu- 
larly insisted  on." 

"  Oh  !  "  he  says,  "all  right ;  I  '11  be  their  Godfather. 
Good  day  to  you  !  " 


The  last  part  of  our  interview  was  a  trifle  abrupt,  it 
seemed  to  me,  but  two  or  three  people  seemed  to  be 
shouting  up  the  pipe  as  I  tried  to  explain  to  him  where 
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I  lived,  and  what  train  he  ought  to  catch  to  be  in  time 
for  the  christening. 

The  day  has  arrived.  I  have  written  in  the  mean- 
while to  P  W.,  so  that  there  could  be  no  mistake.  He 
ought  to  be  here  by  eleven  shaVp,  and  then  we  shall 
have  plenty  of  time. 


The  Outrage. 


We  have  offered  him  a  bed.  He  might  as  well  sleep 
here.  It  will  be  rather  a  nuisance,  perhaps  ;  but  then, 
as  he  is  to  be  Godfather,  and  with  that  cheque-book — 
I  believe,  too,  he  really  is  not  so  very  badly  off. 

Eleven  thirty-five.  No  signs  of  him.  Twelve. 
Still  no  signs,  and  the  ceremony  is  fixed  for  half- 
past  twelve ! 

Twelve  fifteen.  A  parcel  come  by  rail.  What  on 
earth  is  this  ? 

My  blood  boils.  I  can  hardly  trust  myself  to  speak, 
but  I  must. 
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Here  is  a  note.    He  sends  two  mugs,  and  two  forks 
and  two  spoons,  but  he  doesn't  feel  equal  to  the  rest 
of  the  duties.  1 

Well !  do  you  say  ?  There  are,  anyhow,  two  mugs, 
two  forks,  and  two  spoons  to  the  good.  Is  that  what 
you  were  pleased  to  remark  ?  Look  here  !  The  mugs 
are  earthenware — the  forks  and  spoons  of  wood  ! ! 


CHAPTER  XXIV 

IN   WHICH   THERE,  IS   VERY   NEARLY  A   MISTAKE   IN 
THE   CEREMONY. 

I  HAVE  settled  on  the  names. 

As  I  intend  that  the  twins  themselves  shall  devote 
their  lives  to  the  upholding  of  the  honour  and  glory 
of  Old  England — one  in  the  army  and  the  other  in 
the  navy-:— I  have  decided  on  calling  the  first  twin 
Alexander,  and  the  second  Horatio. 

In  consequence  of  Rosabel  and  Aurora's  mamma 
having  kindly  offered  to  act  as  Godmother  to 
Alexander,  in  deference  to  a  wish  she  has  expressed 
it  is  my  intention  to  add  Montgomery  as  a  second 
name ;  whilst,  with  respect  to  Horatio,  the  fact  that 
my  old  friend  Captain  Pincher  has- promised  to  do 
the  needful  in  his  case  (inclusive  of  a  mug  of  elegant 
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design),  we  shall  be  compelled  to  couple  Horatio  with 
Pincher.  It  seems  a  pity,  but  it  can't  very  well  be 
helped  ;  and,  somehow,  Pincher  doesn't  seem  to  be 
aware  what  a  beast  of  a  name  he  has  got. 

Several  times  I  have  been  on  the  point  of  breaking 
it  gently  to  Pincher  that  it  won't  do,  but  consideration 
for  Pincher's  feelings  has  caused  me  to  refrain.  Besides, 
as  though  Pincher's  male  parent  had  not  done  him 
deadly  wrong  enough  by  giving  him  such  a  surname, 
he  has  added  insult  to  injury  by  calling  him  Aminadab. 
If  I  reject  one,  I  must  take  the  other,  or  quarrel  with 
Pincher  for  life. 

Taking  a  stroll  up  the  high  road  the  evening  before 
the  ceremony,  I  meet  Pincher  coming  at  a  deuce  of  a 
pace  round  a  corner,  and  panting  for  breath. 

"  Hallo  !  Captain,"  I  say,  "  what 's  the  matter  ? " 

Pincher  takes  off  his  hat,  and  dabs  at  his  forehead 
with  his  pocket-handkerchief.  "  Matter  !  "  he  gasps  ; 
"  everything  's  the  matter.  It 's  not  come  !  What 
the  deuce  is  to  be  done  ?  " 

"  The — the  mug  ? "  I  say,  suddenly  interested. 

"Yes.  I  've  telegraphed  for  it,  and  I  'm  on  my  way 
down  to  the  station  again  to  make  further  inquiry." 

"  That 's  right,"  I  say,  with  much  earnestness  ;  "  stick 
to  them.     Put  up  with  none  of  their  nonsense  !  " 

Pincher  dabs  at  his  forehead  once  more,  crushes 
down  his  hat,  and  scuds  away  up  the  hill  as  fast  as  his 
poor  old  legs  will  carry  him. 

It  is  really  an  awfully  funny  sight,  is  Pincher's  back 
view,  under  these  circumstances.  I  confess  I  cannot 
refrain  from  a  smile.  Indeed,  I  sit  down  on  a  low  wall 
and  roar. 


The  Christening, 
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Then  the  thought  occurs  to  me,  "  Supposing,  after 
all,  the  mug  is  really  lost?  I  don't  see  much  funvin 
thaf." 

****** 

Evidently  the  twins  are  impressed  with  the  import- 
ance of  the  ceremony  in  store  for  them. 

They  have  scarcely  slept  a  wink  all  night.  No  more 
has  anybody  else ;  but  that,  apparently,  does  not 
signify  to  the  twins. 

Mrs.  Montgomery  has  seen  them  early  this  morning, 
and  says  that  they  are  feverish,  and  must  be  kept  very 
warm.  Unfortunately,  it  is  an  awfully  bleak  day,  with 
an  east  wind  like  a  knife.  I  wonder  whether  it  is 
customary  to  have  the  chill  taken  off  the  water  in  the 
font  under  such  circumstances  ?     I  '11  ask  the  clerk. 

By  the  time  we  ought  to  start,  neither  Pincher  nor 
his  mug  have  put  in  an  appearance.  Perhaps,  however, 
he  intends  to  meet  us  at  the  church.  The  ladies  are 
all  ready  and  waiting.  We  have  glasses  of  wine  and 
biscuits,  and  set  forth. 

Mrs.  Montgomery  heads  the  procession. 

Next  in  order  follow  Rosabel  and  Aurora,  each 
carrying  a  twin. 

Then  come  Maud  and  Beatrix  (sisters  of  Rosabel 
and  Aurora),  who  say  "  Ketchetty !  "  to  the  twins  over 
Rosabel  and  Aurora's  shoulders. 

After  them  come  Bathsheba,  Cassandra,  and  Ursula, 
and — 

I,  Major  Penny,  bring  up  the  rear ! 

A  mongrel  dog,  of  an  irreverent  nature,  runs  behind 
and  barks.     I  call  to  it  to  "  Get  out,"  but  it  won't ; 
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and  I>  ultimately  decide  upon  ignoring  its  presence, 
and  the  procession  continues. 

At  the  turn  of  the  road  we  find  an  imbecile  native 
of  these  parts  seated  on  a  gate. 

When  he  sees  us  he  appears  to  be  amused.  He 
says,  "Lookee  at  'un  droivin'  t'  goslin's  to  t'  market!" 
and  as  I  take  no  notice  of  him,  continues  to  indulge 
in  similar  ribaldries  as  long  as  we  are  in  sight. 

As  we  approach  the  church,  I  lead  the  procession 
with  Mrs.  Montgomery,  so  as  to  be  able  to  make  a  few 
preliminary  arrangements  of  a  necessary  character. 

An  ancient  female,  apparently  very  short-sighted, 
meets  us  in  the  porch  and  drops  a  curtsey. 

"  It 's  your  turn  next,  deary,"  she  says,  with  a  smile 
of  great  affability  ;  "  and  after  you  a  christening." 

The  ancient  female  seems  to  mean  some  kind  of 
joke  by  this — only  I  don't  quite  see  it. 

"  We  are  the  christening,"  I  observe,  "  unless  there 
are  two." 

"  Two ! "  repeats  the  ancient  female,  who,  by  the 
way,  seems  to  be  rather  hard  of  hearing  as  well  as  dim 
of  sight.  "Yes,  deary,  they're  twins,  but  it's  quite 
exceptional."  v 

"  Confound  you  !  "  I  exclaim,  "  don't  you  know  we 

want  to  be  the  christen I  mean — confound  you  ! 

— we  're  the  christening " 

"All  right,  deary,  there 's  no  occasion  to  call  so  loud. 
You  're  most  old  enough  to  have  got  a  name,  sir,  I 
should  think.  But  I  understand  your  fun  :  the  lady 
wants  to  change  hers.  So  you  shall,  deary.  It 's  your 
turn  next." 

This  old  woman  is  intolerable.    What  is  to  be  done- 


136  The  Twopenny  Twins. 

with  her  ?  She  appears  to  have  told  somebody,  who 
has  told  somebody  else,  that  we  are  a  wedding 

On  looking  again,  I  observe  the  clergyman  in  the 
distance  (who  happens  to  be  a  stranger  to  me,  doing 
duty  for  our  curate,  away  on  a  holiday),  appearing 
very  impatient,  and  wondering  why  we  don't  come 
forward. 

Presently  the  clerk  begins  beckoning  to  me,  and  I 
think  it  best  to  go  up  and  explain. 

"  Come,  come,  my  dear  sir,"  says  the  strange  clergy- 
man, "  you  '11  be  too  late  directly.  Do  make  haste,  if 
you  want  to  be  married."  ' 

"  The  fact  is,"  I  reply,  "  I  don't  want  to  be  married." 

"  Good  gracious  !  "  says  the  strange  clergyman.  "  I 
trust  that  the  lady  has  not " 

"  No,  no,"  I  hasten  to  assure  him,  "  we  're  not  the 
marriage — we  're  the  christening." 

"What  made  you  say  you  wanted  to  be  married, 
then  ? "  says  the  strange  clergyman,  evidently  very 
angry.  "A  joke  of  this  kind — you  will  excuse  my 
telling  you,  sir — is  ill-timed  and  ill-placed  in  this 
sacred  edifice." 

I  feel  I  am  getting  very  hot  and  very  red.  I  should 
like  to  knock  the  strange  clergyman  over  backwards 
among  the  hassocks,  but  I  refrain,  and  retire  somewhat 
ignominiously,  as  it  seems  to  me. 

Meanwhile  the  wedding  party  don't  show  up.  No 
more  does  Pincher — with  the  mug.  Confound  Pincher! 
I  shan't  forgive  this  very  readily. 

At  length,  after  a  longish  wait,  the  strange  clergy- 
man determines  on  taking  our  case  first,  and,  after  a 
little  awkwardness,  owing  to  the  clerk  in  the  confusion 
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having  opened  his  book  for  him  at  the  funeral  service, 
the  ceremony  begins. 

I  suppose  it  is  not  very  long,  but  the  twins  are 
howling  so  loudly,  I  am  not  sure  what  is  being  said. 
Presently,  however,  I  am  asked  for  the  twins'  names, 
and  have  to  hand  up  a  twin. 

Owing  to  more  confusion,  somebody  hands  me  the 
wrong  twin  first,  and  that  puts  me  out  again  so  much 
that,  for  the  life  of  me,  I  can  think  of  nothing  in  the 
way  of  a  name  for  him  but  Pincher. 

It  is  not  likely  that  I  shall  give  him  that  one  after 
what  has  occurred,  and  so  in  desperation  I  say  "John  !" 
and  Twin  No.  1  is  so  christened  amidst  general  con- 
sternation. 

I  am  then  called  upon  for  the  name  of  No.  2  Twin, 
and  have  to  hand  him  to  the  strange  clergyman  across 
the  font,  into  which  I  as  nearly  as  possible  drop  him  ; 
and,  owing  to  my  memory  being  at  the  time  a  perfect 
blank,  No.  2  is  called  Thomas,  to  save  time. 

This  is  deuced  awkward,  but  I  don't  see  how  it  can 
be  helped  now. 

And,  now  it  is  all  over,  here  is  Pincher — without 
the  mug ! 


v 


138  The  Twopenny  Twins. 


CHAPTER   XXV 

IN   WHICH   IT  IS  A  QUESTION   OF  THE  TWINS* 
TEETH. 

I  should  feel  extremely  obliged  to  the  reader  if  she 
(these  chapters  were  never  intended  for  the  perusal  of 
male  persons)  would  kindly  imagine  that  time  has  rolled 
on,  and  that  the  twins  are  some  months  older. 

>;:  *  *  *  *  * 

N.B. — The  rolling  on  of  time  and  the  growth  of  twins 
are  indicated  by  these  stars. 


-* 


I  have  made  it  up  with  Pincher.  I  have  found  that 
Pincher  was  not  altogether  to  blame  in  not  turning  up 
in  time  at  the  ceremony.  The  sufferings,  mental  and 
physical,  endured  by  Pincher  upon  the  day  of  the 
ceremony,  with  regard  to  the  mug,  would  appear  to 
have  been  intense. 

The  number  of  times  those  poor  old  legs  of  his 
carried  Pincher  over  the  hill  to  the  station  and  back 
again,  to  meet  every  train,  you  would  hardly  credit. 

That  his  exertions  were  eventually  crowned  with 
success,  I  hasten  to  testify.  The  mug  did  come  at 
last,  and  so  indeed,  did,  a  second  mug  also,  which,  in 
sheer  desperation,  Pincher  had  telegraphed  for,  when 
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he  thought  there  was  no  chance  of  the  original  mug 
turning  up. 

Since  then  there  have  been  County  Court  actions 
relative  to  the  mug  in  question,  and  cross  actions, 
from  which  serious  unpleasantness  has  resulted.  To 
speak  of  mugs  since  then,  in  Pinchers  presence,  is  to 
bring  about  ebullitions  of  temper  best  avoided. 

Since  the  ceremony,  I  regret  to  say,  the  twins  have 
not  been  at  all  well.  The  abnormal  wolfishness  of  the 
twins'  appetites  has  largely  subsided.  They  have  had 
what  Mrs.  Montgomery  describes  as  "nasty  little 
rashes."  They  have  had  coughs  and  colds,  and  spas- 
modic twitchings  of  an  alarming  character,  and  Mrs. 
Montgomery  says  it 's  "  all  the  teeth." 

It  would  appear  that  the  twins  are  backward  in 
their  teething,  and  that  the  rashes,  coughs,  colds,  and 
spasmodic  twitchings  are  the  natural  results  of  this 
backwardness. 

I  say,  "  Oughtn't  something  to  be  done  ?  "  and  Mrs. 
Montgomery  produces  a  teething  mixture  composed 
of  tincture  of  Cinnamon  and  powdered  chalk,  and  we 
administer  it  according  to  the  written  instructions,  at 
the  rate  of  two  teaspoonfuls  per  twin  three  times  per 
diem,  but  it  doesn't  seem  to  do  any  particular  good. 

Can  it  be  possible,  I  ask  myself,  that  Mrs.  Mont- 
gomery is  wrong  respecting  the  twins'  ailment  ?  For- 
tunately, I  have  a  work  I  have  recently  purchased 
treating  of  infants'  ailments,  and  I  look  up"  Teething  " 
in  the  index. 

The  book  says,  "  The  period  when  the  teeth  may  be 
expected  is  indicated  by  an  increased  irritability  of 
the  infant." 
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To  judge  by  these  indications,  this  would  seem  to 
be  the  period — only  that,  to  the  best  of  my  recollec- 
tion, the  twins  have  always  been  rather  irritable.  Are 
they  more  so  now  than  usual  ? 

As  yet,  as  there  are  none  of  the  signs  of  the  teeth 
coming  through  the  gums,  indicated  in  the  work  of 
reference,  I  cannot  quite  make  up  my  mind  whether 
or  not  Mrs.  Montgomery  is  not  labouring  under  a 
delusion.  One  reason  for  my  having  my  doubts  re- 
specting Mrs.  M.'s  knowledge  is,  that  I  strongly  suspect 
her  of  fixing  the  name  of  the  complaint  after  finding 
the  recipe,  instead  of  first  settling  what  the  complaint 
is.  Mrs.  Montgomery,  as  a  mother  of  four,  however, 
being  the  only  one  of  the  eleven  concerned  with  any 
practical  knowledge  on  the  subject  of  infant  ailments, 
Bathsheba.Cassandra,  Ursula,  Rosabel,  Aurora,  Beatrix, 
Maud,  the  twins,  and  I,  are  compelled  to  bow  to  her 
decision,  and  respectively  buy,  mix,  administer,  or 
swallow,  as  the  case  may  be,  the  medicines  prescribed. 

A  prey  to  varied  emotions,  I  go  over  the  hill  for  a 
constitutional,  and  accidentally  meet  my  old  friend 
Dr.  Bloggs — Bloggs  of  ours — who  is  quartered  at  the 
market  town. 

This  is,  it  seems  to  me,  a  capital  opportunity  of 
getting  an  opinion  on  the  case,  and  I  artfully  lure 
Bloggs  in  the  direction  of  my  house,  and  insist  on  his 
coming  in  and  having  a  glass  of  sherry  and  a  biscuit. 

With  the  sherry  and  the  biscuit  I,  with  more  artful- 
ness, produce  a  twin — the  most  irritable  one — and  ask 
him  what  he  thinks  of  it. 

I  have  since  had  reason  to  believe  that  Bloggs  has 
not  given  much  attention  to  the  ailments  of  infancy, 
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and  is  better  at  cutting  off  legs  or  sewing  wounds  up 
with  wire. 

He  says,  "  What 's  that  ?  " 

I  reply,  "  My  nephew — a  fine  little  fellow,  don't  you 
think  ?     One  of  two — twins." 


Bloggs — his  joke. 


He  says,  "  Looks  unwholesome,  don't  he  ? " 

I  hardly  like  this  way  of  putting  it,  but  I  don't  think 
Bloggs  means  any  harm.  He  has  a  rough  way  with 
him,  that  is  all. 

I  say,  "  I  think  he  is  out  of  sorts  just  now— I  am 
told  he  is  teething.  But,  I  suppose,  as  soon  as  he  cuts 
his  teeth " 

"  That  doesn't  follow,"  says  Bloggs.  "  There  are 
several  diseases  that  teething  gives  rise  to — as,  for  in- 
stance, convulsions,  water  on  the  brain,  rickets,  and  re- 
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mittent  fevers.  He  might  be  sickening  for  one  of 
them — perhaps  the  lot."     - 

I  gasp  as  he  enumerates  these  horrors,  and  drink  off 
half  a  glass  of  sherry  to  steady  my  nerves. 

"  I — I  hope  it  won't  be  so  serious  as  all  that ! "  I 
say  ;  "  but  what  disturbs  me  most  is  that  I  can't  help 
thinking  it 's  a  back  tooth  he  is  going  to  cut  first.  If 
that 's  the  case,  what  would  you  advise  ?  " 

"  If  that  is  the  case,"  says  Bloggs,  "  I  should  be  in- 
clined to  have  it  out  right  off.  I  don't  see  what  else 
could  be  done."  And  with  this  Bloggs  puts  on  his 
hat,  and  prepares  to  take  his  departure. 

Confound  Bloggs !  I  'm  sorry  now  I  wasted  the 
sherry  and  biscuits  on  him.  I  remember,  in  my  time, 
the  fellow  was  a  confirmed  practical  joker.  Yet,  again, 
he  seemed  in  earnest.     What  ought  I  to  do  ? 

I  have  it.  I  '11  go  and  see  my  friend  Bowden,  and 
take  the  twins  with  me. 

When  I  say  I  will  take  the  twins,  I  mean  I  will  ac- 
company some  member  of  my  household,  who  will 
carry  the  twins— or,  more  properly  speaking,  perhaps 
two  members  of  my  household,  who  will  carry  a  twin 
each — say  Rosabel  and  Aurora. 

Although  not,  strictly  speaking,  .members  of  my 
household,  Mrs.  Montgomery  and  her  two  other 
daughters,  Beatrix  and  Maud,  are  pretty  frequently 
with  us,  and,  hearing  what  I  propose,  think  it  will  be 
a  capital  opportunity  to  go  up  to  town  and  do  a  little 
shopping. 

The  Girls,  acquainted  with  this  project,  also  inti- 
mate a  desire  to  shop,  and  think  they  cannot  do  better 
than  join  the  party. 
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This  is  not,  strictly  speaking,  quite  what  I  desired, 
but  I  don't  know  exactly  how  to  refuse,  so  we  all  start 
together,  and  I  pay  the  nine  fares. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

IN   WHICH   THE   TWINS  CAUSE   MORE  ANXIETY. 

My  friend  Bowden  has  a  first  floor  in  Charles  Street, 
St.  James's,  of  reasonable  dimensions  ;  but,  as  we  ap- 
proach it,  I  have  an  uneasy  suspicion  that  we  shall 
make  rather  a  crowd  in  his  drawing-room. 

As  this  reflection  occurs  to  me,  I  look  up  and  observe 
my  friend  Bowden  at  the  window,  and  wonder  whether 
he  thinks  I  'm  bringing  him  a  lady's  school. 

Under  these  circumstances,  therefore,  I  induce  six 
of  the  party  to  go  and  eat  buns  at  a  neighbouring 
baker's,  and,  accompanied  by  Aurora  and  Rosabel, 
consult  my  friend  Bowden  about  the  twins'  teeth. 
He  is  not  of  opinion  that  the  back  teeth  will  come 
first ;  on  the  contrary,  he  gives  the  preference  to  the 
central  incisors,  and  is  of  opinion  that  after  them  we 
may  expect  the  lateral  incisors,  and  then  not  be  sur- 
prised to  see  some  of  the  canines.  In  the  meanwhile, 
he  thinks  the  twins  appear  to  be  getting  on  as  well  as 
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can  be  expected,  and  is  not  in  favour  of  an  operation 
being  performed  just  yet  awhile  on  either  of  them. 

After  which  he  insists  upon  Rosabel,  Aurora,  and  I 
taking  a  glass  of  his  particular  port,  and  just  half  a 
glass  each  afterwards,  and  the  time  passes  quite  plea- 
santly until  a  couple  of  patients  arrive,  and  we  all  have 
a  kind  of  guilty  consciousness  of  the  mamma,  and  the 


Poof! 

Girls,  and  Beatrix,  and  Maud  languishing  round  the 
corner  on  dry  buns. 

I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  few  things  in  life  seem 
to  me  much  more  enjoyable  than  visiting  your  Dentist 
when  it  is  not  your  own  tooth  that  is  to  be  operated 
on. 

The  six  at  the  Pastrycook's  are  waiting  for  us,  and 
glad  we  have  come.  There  are  only  the  buns  to  pay 
for,  and  we  may  start. 

After  this  the  ladies  do  a  little  shopping,  and  I  wait 
outside  the  shops,  and  then  we  go  to  the  "  Criterion," 
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and  have  a  little  lunch,  and  take  the  train  home.  It 
is  not,  perhaps,  a  cheap  trip  this,  but  it  is  a  very- 
pleasant  one.  The  twins  are  more  than  usually  irri- 
table.   That  is  all  there  is  to  complain  of. 


* 


* 


The  twins  go  on  that  night  in  a  way  we  are  unused 
to,  even  in  them. 


What  is  to  be  done  ? 


In  the  morning  Mrs.  Montgomery  (she  and  her  two 
other  daughters  stayed  here  last  night — it  was  so  late 
for  them  to  go  home — and  I  slept  on  the  parlour  sofa) 
knocks  at  the  parlour  door,  and  beseeches  me  to  lose 
no  time,  but  run  for  the  Doctor. 

I  run  with  all  my  might,  and  come  full  butt  against 
Pincher  round  a  corner.  I  tell  Pincher  what  a  state  of 
mind  I  am  in,  and  we  run  together.  We  bring  back 
the  best  of  the  two  local  Doctors,  and  he  gives  the 
twins  something  soothing,  and  leaves  them  apparently 
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easier  in  their  minds,  but  he  says  it  will  be  a  good  job 
when  it  is  all  over. 

We  think  so  too,  and  seek  our  couches  that  night, 
worn  and  weary,  at  an  earlier  hour  than  usual.  Ac- 
cording to  my  friend  Bowden,  the  twins'  teeth  were 
not  far  off;  but  the  local  Doctor  says  it  may  be 
weeks,  and  there  is  no  telling  which  twin  will  survive. 
Certainly  not  both. 

*  *  *  *  *  * 

Another  day  has  dawned.  A  report  reaches  me 
that  the  twins  are  sitting  up  in  their  little  cot,  radiant 
as  sunshine.  Presently  I  go  to  the  nursery,  and  pass 
my  finger  gently  into  Twin  No.  I's  mouth. 

He  bites  it. 

I  don't  give  No.  2  a  chance,  but  I  grapple  with  him 
and  examine  his  jaw. 

Both  twins  have  cut  their  central  incisors ! 


"He's  cut 'em." 


Somebody  does  something  silly. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

IN  WHICH   SOMEBODY  DOES  SOMETHING  SILLY. 

This  has  really  not  been  at  all  a  pleasant  morning-. 
The  local  tradesmen's  quarterly  bills  have  just  come 
in,  and  I  find  them  considerably  larger  than  usual. 

I  observe,  in  going  into  details,  that  the  physic  for 
the  twins  is  the  principal  item  in  the  local  Doctor's 
account.  Casting  my  eye  over  the  Grocer's  account, 
I  perceive  that  the  twins'  "  foods "  come  to  money. 
Yet  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  our  increase  of  expen- 
diture may  also,  to  some  extent,  be  attributed  to  other 
causes.  When  I  casually  mention  that  I  have  recently 
learnt  that  it  is  Aurora's  opinion  that  the  best  fresh 
butter,  and  the  best  fresh  butter  alone,  is  absolutely 
necessary  for  all  culinary  purposes,  I  trust  that  the 
sagacious  reader  will  find  a  wink  to  be  equal  to  a  nod. 

In  addition  to  the  circumstance  above  alluded  to, 
I  may,  I  trust,  be  pardoned  if  I  state  what  might  al- 
most appear  like  a  truism,  namely,  that  although  pos- 
sibly upon  occasion  what  was  enough  for  one  has  been 
found  to  be  enough  for  two,  what  was  enough  for 
Dawkins  does  not  entirely  suffice  for  five.  I  allude  to 
the  fact  that,  of  late,  Mrs.  Montgomery  and  her  two 
other  daughters  pretty  well  live  here. 

In  the  character  of  host,  I  am  willing  to  allow  that 
a  hearty  appreciation  of  the  viands  decking  my  hum- 
ble board  is  what  I  desire  to  see,  and  it  is,  possibly, 

10—2 
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almost  ungentlemanly — unmanly  even,  I  may  say — 
to  count  up  what  it  costs  to  support  these  four  young 
and  lovely  girls  and  their  mamma ;  yet,  you  know,  as 
I  have  to  pay 

With  regard  to  the  other  Girls — the  old  original 
ones — I  notice,  with  some  uneasiness,  that  they  are 
not  altogether  what  they  used  to  be.  To  some  extent 
the  air  of  contentment  which  was  one  of  their  chief 
characteristics  in  times  gone  by  exists  no  longer.  The 
advent  of  the  military,  which,  it  may  be  recollected,  I 
foresaw  would  bring  trouble  to  our  hitherto  happy 
home,  has  wrought  havoc  and  desolation. 

A  flightiness  hitherto  undreamt  of  has  taken  pos- 
session of  the  Girls,  and  the  stock-in-trade  of  the  chief 
Linendraper  at  the  neighbouring  market  town  no 
longer  suffices  for  their  wants.  Journeys  to  town  for 
the  purpose  of  shopping  are  of  frequent  occurrence, 
and  Aurora,  Rosabel,  Beatrix,  Maud,  and  their  mam- 
ma go  shopping  too,  and  have  their  purchases  put 
down  in  the  Girls'  bills. 

Upon  my  venturing  to  remonstrate  —  attempts  at 
the  assertion  of  my  authority  have  not  recently  been 
successful  enough  to  warrant  frequent  repetition — the 
Girls'  conduct  is  most  extraordinary. 

"  One  might  as  well  be  an  oyster  at  once,  as  live  in 
this  stupid  humdrum  hole,"  exclaims  Bathsheba,  "and 
I,  for  one,  will  endure  it  no  longer !  " 

*J^  *(*  *f*  *f>  ^^  ^^ 

/ 

Although  I  have  most  effectually  sent  the  bold  pri- 
vate soldiers  tp  the  right  about,  I  find  my  house  con- 
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stantly  besieged  by  the  officers  from  the  neighbouring 
town,  who  ride  over,  lunch,  and  dine,  and  take  tea 
with  us  any  number  of  times  a  week,  and  occasionally 
stay  to  supper.  To  say  that  their  spurs  have  ruined 
all  my  chair-legs  and  frayed  my  best  drawing-room 
carpet,  would  be  to  say  nothing ;  and,  indeed,  perhaps 
I  ought  not  to  mention  it  here. 

Cassandra  says,  "  Perhaps  some  day  they  may  no 
longer  annoy  you  by  their  presence." 

I  think  that  is  more  than  probable.  I  expect  they 
will  change  their  quarters  soon,  and  I  shan't  be  sorry. 

Bless  me ! 

A  sudden  light  has  broken  in  upon  me,  and  I  am 
absojutely  dazzled.  The  Girls  actually  —  at  their 
time  of  life,  too !  and  especially  Bathsheba,  at  her 
time  of  life — labour  under  the  impression  that  these 
young  fellows  come  here  rasping  my  chair-legs  on 

account  of Upon  my  word  of  honour,  it  is  too 

ridiculous ! 

•P  H*  *t*  *p  *i*  *{* 

I  am,  at  this  moment,  in  my  sanctum  sanctorum, 
grappling  with  the  Butcher's  bill,  when  there  comes  a 
soft  tap  at  the  door.  Probably  Aurora,  to  consult  me 
about  to-day's  dinner.  In  that  case,  I  must  be  firm 
with  her.  Even  if  she  calls  me  a  Cross  Old  Thing,  I 
must  still  be  steadfast  to  my  purpose.  This  reckless 
extravagance  can  no  longer  continue. 

"  Come  in  !  " 

It  is  Aurora's  mamma.  "Oh,  Major,  I  hope  I  am 
not  disturbing  you,"  she  says  ;  "  but  I  do  so  much 
want  to  have  a  few  moments'  serious  talk  with  you 
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about — you,  however,  no  doubt,  know  what  I  would 
say." 

I  reply  that,  if  the  truth  must  be  told,  I  have  not 
the  remotest  notion. 

She  seems  surprised  at  this,  and  says, "  In  that  case 
I  cannot  be  too  explicit.  In  these  cases  one  never 
can. 

I  bow.    What 's  coming,  I  wonder  ? 

"Major,"  she  says,  "I  of  course  speak  on  behalf  of 
my  children.  That  you  had  long  ago  won  the  respect, 
the  esteem — nay,  why  should  I  not  say  the  love  and 
affection  ? — of  all,  can  be  no  secret  to  you,  and  I  will 
not,  I  cannot  deny  that  in  whatever  direction  your 
preference  may  lie,  there  will  always  be  a  certain 
amount  of  disappointment,  which,  however,  you  must 
not,  nay,  you  should  not,  permit  to  influence  your 
choice." 

"  You  '11  excuse  me,  Mrs.  Montgomery,"  I  observe, 
"  but  what  in  the  name  of  goodness  do  you  mean  ? " 

"  I  simply  mean,"  says  Mrs.  Montgomery,  "  that  as 
a  mother  I  cannot  permit  this  distracting  uncertainty 
any  longer  to  continue,  and  I  must  insist  on  your  say- 
ing which  it  is." 

"  Good  gracious  me,  ma'am  ! "  I  gasp  out,  "  if  any 
member  of  your  accomplished  and  amiable  family 
labours  under  the  idea  that  I  am  going  to  propose  to 
her,  she  is,  I  may  say,  utterly  mistaken.  If — if  I  ever 
intended  to  do  such  a  thing,  I — I  should  select  some 
one  more  of  my  own  age — some  one — I  trust  you  un- 
derstand me." 

"  Oh,  Major,"  says  Mrs.  Montgomery,  "  I  do  now ; 
but  until  this  moment  I  had  not  the  faintest  suspicion 
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of  the  real  state  of  your  feelings.  I  cannot,  it  is  true, 
give  you  in  return  a  girl's  first  love,  for  I  will  not  deny 
that  one,  who  is  now  no  more,  I  loved  deeply  and  de- 
votedly  " 

"  Confound  it,  ma'am ! "  I  cry  out,  "  this  is  getting 
right  down  ridiculous.  You  must  be  a  stupid  old 
fool ! " 

JJC  ifi  5-JS  *{<  ',«  r-p 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

IN  WHICH  TWOPENNY  TURNS   UP. 

There  have  been  scenes  !  Several  scenes !  Every- 
thing is  at  an  end  every  way.  Everybody  is  going. 
Everybody  is  packing  up.  Every  one  has  denounced 
me.  It  would  appear  that  I  ought  to  be  ashamed  of 
myself :  I  am  not  sure  I  am  not. 

Aurora  and  Rosabel's  little  luggage  stands  in  the 
hall ;  the  carrier's  cart  will  fetch  it  presently.  They 
have  clung  to  the  Girls  and  wept,  but  they  say  't  is 
better  thus.  The  Girls  say  that  this  is  no  longer  a 
home  for  them  either.  They  themselves  appear  to 
be  only  waiting  for  the  men  with  the  spurs  to  turn  up 
and  carry  them  off.  Presently  the  twins  and  I  will  be 
alone  in  our  glory. 
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In  the  midst  of  all  this  a  shabby  stranger  arrives, 
with  a  single  knock.  I  open  the  door  to  him,  and  he 
hands  me  a  thumb-marked,  crumpled  envelope,  con- 
taining a  note  to  this  effect : 

"  Sir, — Excuse  the  liberty  I  take  in  addressing  you, 
but  want  must  plead  as  my  excuse.  If  you  can  oblige 
me  with  the  loan  of  a  pound  or  fifteen  shillings  until 
the  end  of  the  week,  when  I  expect  to  sell  some  shares 
in  a  public  company,  I  should  feel  obliged. 

"  Your  affectionate  brother-in-law, 
"  Percy  Twopenny. 

"  P.S. — Perhaps  you  would  like  to  buy  some  of  the 
shares  yourself.  <  My  friend,  whom  you  can  trust  with 
the  money,  has  them  with  him.  Please  make  it  a  pound 
if  possible." 

This,  then,  is  the  father  of  the  Twins  ! ! ! 


* 


The  man  has  gone,  and  _  did  not  kick  him.  Neither 
did  I  send  the- money  or  buy  the  shares. 

*  *  *  ¥  *   ,  * 

Three  days  have  elapsed  since  Rosabel  and  Aurora 
quitted  my  house.  The  Girls  have  cried  almost  inces- 
santly. We  are  all  very  wretched.  I  almost  wish  some 
of  those  young  fellows  with  the  spurs  would  turn  up 
again,  if  only  for  a  change. 
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But  they  don't.  The  Girls  seem  to  think  this 
singular. 

At  last  one  does  turn  up — not,  however,  one  of  the 
most  regular  of  our  visitors  ;  but  I  welcome  him  cordi- 
ally, and  ask  after  the  four  regular  ones,  Bragshaw, 
Bagshaw,  Ragshaw,  and  Wagshaw  (these  names  will 
do  as  well  as  any  others).  My  visitor  looks  knowing. 
He  supposes  they're  more  agreeably  engaged.  By 
the  way,  they  are  all  engaged.     Didn't  I  know  ? 

"  Engaged  !  to  whom  ?  "  I  ask. 

"  Go  on,"  he  says.  "  Why,  it  was  you  brought  it  all 
about.  They  told  me  so.  They  're  nice  girls,  ain't  they  ? 
Not  much,  tin,  but  deuced  nice." 

"  D — d — do  you  mean  the  Miss  Montgomerys  ?  "  I 
stammer. 

He  does !  How  am  I  to  break  this  to  those  poor, 
wretched,  miserable,  unhappy  Girls  ? 

*  *  *  *  *  * 

Three  weeks  have  elapsed.  It  has  been  broken  to 
those  poor,  wretched,  miserable,  unhappy  Girls,  and 
they  are  bad  !  Just  at  present  they  talk  of  emigrating, 
or  going  out  to  the  seat  of  war  as  hospital  nurses. 
Just  at  present  I  don't  think  it  is  any  particular  good 
trying  to  conciliate  them. 

They  say  the  Montgomery  girls  are  deceitful  cats. 

****** 

Of  course  I  only  ask  out  of  sheer  curiosity,  but  I 
wonder  whether  either  Rosabel,  Aurora,  Beatrix,  or 
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Maud  really  did  entertain  any,  and,  in  that  case, 
whether  they  wanted  to  make  sure  before  settling 
with  the  young  fellows  with  the  spurs. 


The  shabby  man  again,  and  another  rather  shabbier 
— Twopenny,  the  father  of  the  twins. 

Both  appear  to  be  the  worse  for  liquor.  Twopenny 
says  he  is  the  twins'  legal  protector,  and  wants  to  take 
them  away  with  him.  I  ask,  Where  ?  He  says,  the 
workhouse,  in  which  it  is  his  intention  to  end  his  days. 

I  say,  "  Look  here,  Twopenny,  this  sort  of  thing 
won't  do,  you  know.  Don't  you  come  here  trying  on 
this  sort  of  thing  any  more,  because  it  won't  do." 

He  says  (with  a  hiccup),  "  Give  me  my  children. 
It  is  but  right  that  I  should  have  them.  Am  I  not 
their  sole  surviving  parent  ?  " 

His  friend  adds,  "  Certainly,  old  boy.  Don't  you 
stand  none  of  his  nonsense." 

I  do  not,  however,  give  Twopenny  his  twins,  as 
desired,  but  I  give  him  a  trifle  in  silver  instead,  and 
he  goes  away  in  a  happier  frame  of  mind,  with  another 
hiccup. 

Will  he  come  back  again,  though  ? 

I  expect  he  will. 

-fZ  Jjl  5j»  2g*  ij»  5{£ 

Three  months  have  elapsed.     The  poor  blighted 
Girls  are  still  living  beneath  my  roof. 
So  are  the  twins. 
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Twopenny  sends  for  them  at  intervals,  dating  his 
letters  from  various  casual  wards,  hospitals,  and  police 
stations,  but  they  are  still  with  me. 

The  Montgomery  girls  are  married. 

My  solicitor  tells  me  Mrs.  Montgomery  has  no  case, 
but  I  must  personally  defend  the  action.  He  says  that 
in  these  breach  of  promise  businesses  the  man  always 
gets  awfully  guyed,  but  I  mustn't  mind  that.  I  am 
trying  not  to  mind  much.  I  am  trying  to  look  forward 
to  the  guying  with  indifference,  and  am  trying  to 
pretend  I  shall  rather  enjoy  it. 

****** 

Three  years  have  elapsed. 

The  Girls  have  not  emigrated  as  yet.  A  new  Curate 
has  come  down  to  our  parish.  We  have  him  in  to  tea 
pretty  frequently.  He  has  a  taste  for  music,  and  is 
fond  of  water-colour  painting ;  he  also  is  a  collector, 
in  a  small  way,  of  old  china.  We  are  not  quite  sure 
in  which  direction  he  may  indicate  a  preference,  but 
at  present  I  see  no  reason  why  I  should  offer  any 
opposition. 

He  is  a  man  of  superior  attainments,  and  has  a  great 
deal  of  shrewd  common  sense.  I  read  him  all  my 
letters  to  the  editor  of  the  "  Times,"  and  he  is  of 
opinion  that  it  is  a  shame  they  are  not  inserted. 

It  is  over  a  year  since  I  last  saw  anything  of  Two- 
penny. This  may  be  a  good  sign.  I  shan't  advertise 
for  him.  He  may  turn  up  again,  and  he  mayn't. 
There's  an  amount  of  uncertainty  about  it,  it  is  true, 
which  is  in  a  way  worrying,  but  I  think  I  prefer  the 
uncertainty  to  Twopenny  as  a  present  and  palpable 
fact. 
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The  Twopenny  Twins. 


I  have  pretty  well  got  over  the  recollections  of  my 
sufferings  in  that  confounded  law  court;  pretty  nearly, 
but  not  quite. 

There  are  other  recollections,  too,  associated  with 
the  name  of  Montgomery,  not  quite  so  easily  got  over, 
perhaps. 

But  I  don't  mention  this  before  the  Girls. 

I  should  feel  obliged  if  you  too  would  not  mention 
this  before  the  Girls. 

The  twins  have  been  short-coated  some  time  now. 


Termination  of  the  Twins. 


CAUTIOBJ! 

BEWARE  of  Imitations,  same  shape  as  ours,  which 

are  sold  bv  unprincipled  tradesmen  as 

"SPRATT'S  BISCUITS." 

EVERY   GENUINE    CAKE   IS   STAMPED 

"SPRATT'S  PATENT." 


20  Gold,  Silver  k  Bronze  Medals, 


INCLUDING 


SPECIAL  MEDAL  FROM  KENNEL  CLUB, 


AWARDED   TO 


SPRATT'S  PATENT 

MEAT  FIBRINE  DOG  CAKES. 


The  Field  says,  in  answer  to  correspondents,  "  We  should 
advise  SPRATT'S  BISCUITS  instead  of  greaves  and 
common  ones." 


Address— SPRATT'S  PATENT,  Henry  Street, 
Bermondsey  Street,  S.  E. 


SEWING  MACHINES 

f/>s/  /V/>#  Medals,  Honours, 
and  Awards 

Obtained  whenever  and  wherever  exhibited  : 

THE  ONLY  GOLD  MEDAL 


AT 


PHILADELPHIA. 

These  Machines,  considering  their  Simplicity  and  Finish, 
are  undoubtedly  the  cheapest  and  best. 


"LITTLE  WANZEB" 

With  Marble  Slab.    As  a  Hand  Machine  superior  to  all  others. 

Half  a  Million  in  use.   Adopted  by  the  Council  of  Education,  and  used 

throughout  the  Seven  Thousand  National  Schools  of  Ireland. 

Wanzer  "  A"-Straight  Race, 

With  New  Patented  Motion.     Suitable  for  all  kinds  of  Work.    The 
best  Light  Family  Foot  Machine,  and  is  easily  worked  by  hand. 

"Wanzer  "A"  is  the  great  success  of  1877.     It  combines  all  the 
known  advantages  of  other  Machines.    Price  List  and  Prospectus  free. 


chief  office:  : 

I  Great  Portland  Street,  Regent  Circns,  London,  W. ; 

5  HEW  BRIGGATE,  LEEDS  j  57  BOLD  STREET,  LIVERPOOL; 
6  WEST  NILE  STREET,  GLASGOW; 
Continental  Branch:  131  BOULEVARD  8EBAST0P0L,  PARIS. 


GEORGE  REES: 

41, 42, 43  Russell  Street,  Govent  Garden, 


(OPPOSITE    THE  ADMIRALTY.) 

Pictures  beautifully  framed  from  One  Guinea  each. 

ENGRAVINGS 

From  the  most  Celebrated  Masters,  in  great  variety,  at  half  the  usual  prices. 


CHROMOS. 

This  fine  specimen  of  Art,  representing  the  finest 

WATER    COLOUR    DRAWINGS. 

A    CHOICE    SELECTION    AT    REDUCED    PRICE. 


CHOICE  OLEOGRAPHS 

«  AFTER  THE  BEST  MASTERS, 

From  Is.  each. 


SPORTING   PICTURES, 

FOX  HUNTING,  STEEPLE  CHASING, 

All  the  Celebrated  Winners,  with  Jockeys. 

COOMASSIE, 

(WINNER    OF   THE    WATERLOO    CUP,    1877/, 
VALUE,   £1,600, 

JUST   PUBLISHED,  10s.  6d.,  FREE  PER  POST. 


Catalogues  3  Stamps. 


SWANBILL  CORSETS. 


(REGISTERED.) 


Exigez  la  Marque  de 
Fabrique. 


Request  the  Trade 
Mark. 


SWANBILL 

THE  following  KEY  respecting  the  varied  makes  of  SWANBILL 
CORSETS  will,  it  is  hoped,  be  found  useful,  so  that  ladies  living 
at  a  distance  may  be  enabled  to  select  a  Corset  suitable  to  their  re- 
quirements. 

Swanbill    Corset    (Registered).      Swanbill    Corset   Cousus.     (50 

14  bis,  B. — A  full  deep  Corset,  especially  bis). — Intended  for  ladies  who  prefer  a 

for  ladies  inclined  to  embo?i  point.     The  hand-made  Corset,  with  elastic  gores  let 

Swanbill  is  most  effective  in  reducing  the  in  on  the  hips  to  tightly  clasp  the  figure 

figure  and  keeping  the  foim  flat,  so  as  to  without  the  pressure   unavoidable,  in  a 

enable   ladies    to    wear  the   fasi.    >nable  less  elastic  texture.      Busk,    13   inches 

vetements  of  the  day.     Busk,  13^  inches  long.     Price  35s.  ;  14^  inches  long,  42s. 
long.     Price    14s.   6d.  ;    Finest   quality, 
21s. ;    Scarlet,  15s.  6d.    14-i  inches  deep, 
25>. 


Swanbill   Corset    (Registered} . 

20  bis,  I,. — This  Corbet  is  equally  as 
effective  in  reducing  the  figure  and  keep- 
ing the  form  tlat  in  accordance  with  the 
present  fashion  as  14  bis,  B.  It  is  a  most 
graceful  shape,  intended  for  Indies  re- 
quiring a  medium  depth  of  Corset.  Busk, 
12^  inches  deep.    17s.  6d. 


Swanbill    Corset    (Registered). 

51  bis. — Hand-made.  Perfect  in  sh'.pe; 
and  producing — even  in  indifferent  figures 
— that  graceful  contour  which  is  the  dis- 
tinguishing feature  of  the  present  style 
of  dress.  Busk,  13  inches  long.  Price 
31s.  6d. 


Swanbill     Ceinture     Corset.  — 

An  admirable  combination  of  Ceinture 
and  Corset  of  novel  and  ingenious  manu- 
facture, combining  the  advantages  of 
both  Stay  and  Joan  of  Arc  Belt  While 
imparting  a  graceful  symmetry  and  ele- 
gance to  the  figu*ri,  it  affords  a  degree  of 
comfort  to  the  wearer  not  to  be  derived 
frorn  an  ordinary  Corset.  16  inches  deep. 
Price  21s.  and  30s.  ;  Hand-made,  42s. 

Swanbill  Busks,  2s.  61  each  — 

Send  lengih  required. 


Maintenon  Corset  (Registered), 

18  bis,  M. —Unbreakable  busks;  fine 
texture,  embroidered,  firmly  bori"d,  and 
well  suited  for  ladies  of  ordinary  figure. 
Length  of  bask,  n  inches.    Price  1 4s.  6d. 


Maintenon  Corset  (Registered) 

60  bis,  M.  —  Unbreakable  busks  ;  admir- 
ably modelled,  deeper  than  the  preced- 
ing one  ;  finest  texture  manufactured; 
richly  embroidered,  firmly  boned;  per- 
fectly adapted  to  develop  and  preserve 
a  graceful  figure.  Length  of  busk,  12^ 
inches.  Price  18s.  6d.  ;  with  Swanbill 
busk,  21s. 


Scid  size  of  waist  with  P.  0.  0rde_  to  prevent  delay  and  inconvenience. 

O.  Orders  to  be  made  payable  at  Piccadilly  Circus.     Cheques  crossed  London  and 
Westminster  Bank,  St.  James's  Square. 


SOUS  LA  DIRECTION  D'UNE  CORSETLLIRE  PARISIENNE. 

MRS.   ADDLEY   BOURNE, 

LADIES'  OUTFITTER,  &c, 

37  PICCADILLY  (Opposite  St.  James's  Church),  LONDON;   and 


